SPECIAL EXTRA NUMBER—WITH GRATIS PLATE—TWOPENCE. 
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CHRISTMAS DECORATIONS AT ALLY’S. 


“ There are very few men living this Christmas, I should say, who have a better knowledge of Holly than Poor Papa—I mean, a larger personal experience 
of Holly. Papa says I should have said a larger and more painful experience of Holly—and, of course, he ought to know best. The fact is, on Christmas Eve 
Papa asked some of the ‘ Friv. Girls in to help him decorate the dining room at Mildew Court, when the Twins, who were going through some acrobatic feats 
nssin’ but nouris!- on their own account on the ladder, startled Poor Papa, and he fell through a chair somewhat awkwardly. Papa casually observed, on Christmas Morning at 

—- breakfast, that if this sort of thing was to be annual, he'd prefer to spend Christmas somewhere where they were not quite so decorative.” —Toorsiz. 


28, 1800, 


SHE WHO ROCKS THE CRADLE 
RULES THE WORLD. 
A Chris in Troubled Times. 


.? TE 


| 


LET BYGONES BE BYGONES, OR SAY TRUTH IS A LIE, BUT DO NOT 
SAY WE CANNOT LOVE. 


SUGAR, ACIDULATED SHERBET (Masked with Sugar), COLOURED 
EFFERVESCING SYRUPS, STIMULANTS. 


FJXPERIBNOB shows that Sugar, Acidulated Sherbet (masked with sugar), Coloured Effervescin 

Syrups, Mild Ales, Port Wine, Dark Sherries, Sweet Champagne, Liqueurs, and Brandy, are all 
very apt to disagree: while Light Wines and Gin, or old Whisky, largely diluted with Soda Water, 
will be found the least objectionable. ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” is peculiarly adapted for any consti- 
tutional weakness of the liver. It possesses the power of reparation where digestion has been disturbed 
or lost, and places the invalid on the right track to health. A world of woe is avoided by those who 
Lag ENO'S “ FRUIT SALT” and ENO’S “ VEGETABLE MOTO,” therefore no family should ever 

e Without them, 


THE FESTIVE SEASON. 


OW TO ENJOY GOOD FOOD, which otherwise disorders the digestive organs, causing 
bilious headache and impure blood, use ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” and ENO'S “ VEGETABLE 
MOTO,” as occasion may require. Also as a refreshing, cooling, and invigorating beverage, use 
ENO'S “FRUIT SALT.” It is the best preventative and cure for Biliousness, Sick Headache, Skin 
Eruptions, Impure Blood, Pimples on the Face, Giddiness, Feverishness, Mental Depression, Want of 
Appetite, Sourness of the Stomach, Vomiting, Thirst, etc., and a means to remove the effects of errors 
ot cating and drinking. 


AT HOME: My Household God. ABROAD: My “ Vade Mecum.” 


A GENERAL OFFICER, writing from Ascot on Jan, 2, 1886, says :—“ Blessings on your 

‘FRUIT SALT’! I trust it is not profane to say so, but in common ence I swear by it. 
Here stands the cherished bottle on the chimneypiece of my sanctum, my little idol, at home my 
household god, abroad my rade mecum, Think not this is the rhapsody of a hypochondriac ; no, it 
is only the outpouring of a grateful heart. The fact is, I am, in common | daresay with numerous old 
fellows of my age (67), now and then troubled with a tiresome liver, No sooner, however, do I use 
your cheery remedy than exit Pain, —‘ Richard is himself again.’ So highly do I value your composi- 
tion, that, when taking it, 1 grudge even the little sediment that will always remain at the bottom of 
the glass. I give, therefore, the following advice to those wise persons who have learnt to appreciate 
its inestimable benefits : 

“When ENO'S SALT betimes you take, | 

No waste of this elixir make, 


But drain the dregs and lick the cup 
Of this the perfect pick-me-up.” 
“Jan, 2, 1886, To Mr. J. C, ENo, 


Writing apein on Jan, 24, 1888, he adds, “ Dear Sir,—A year or two ago I addressed youin pan 
recognition of the never-failing virtues of your world-famed remedy, The same old man in the same 
strain now salutes you with the following— 
“ When time, who steals our years away, | ENO'S FRUIT SALT will prove our stay, 
Shall steal our pleasures too, And still our health renew.” 


H{EADACHE AND DISORDERED STOMAOH.—“ After suffering for nearly two and 

a half years from severe headache and disordered stomach, and after trying almost everything 
and spending much money without finding ong Bg I was recommended by a friend to try your 
‘FRUIT SALT,’ and before I had finished oue bottle, I found it doing me a great deal of good, and 
now J am restored to my usual health, and others | know that have tried it have not enjoyed such 
good health for years, “ “Yours most truly, “ ROBERT HUMPHREYS, Post Oftice, Barrasford.” 


THE ATLAS MOUNTAINS (MOROCOO), NORTHERN _AFRIOA.—Mr. Harold 
Crichton-Browne, in a letter from the Atlas Mountains, says :—" The Kaid of Demuet treated us 
so well that we desired, on leaving, to make him some acknowledgment, and presented him with a 
box of Huntley & Palmer's biscuits and a bottle of ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT,’ with which he was much 
pleased.”—The “World,” Scptember 12, 1888, 
EUROPE, ASIA, AFRICA, AMERIOA, AUSTRALIA.—Important to all Travellers.— 
“Please send me half-a-dozen bottles of ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT. 1 have tried ENO’S ¢ FRUIT 
SALT’ in America, India, Egypt, and on the Continent for almost every complaint, fever included, 
with the most satisfactory results, I can strongly recommend it to all travellers ; in fact, I am never 
without it.—Yours faithfully, AN ANGLO-INDIAN OFFICIAL, June 26, 1878,” 


FEVERS, BLOOD POISONS, etc.—“Ecypt, Ca1R0.—Since my arrival in Egypt, in August 

last, | have on three separate occasions been attacked by fever, from which on the first occasion 
I lay in hospital for six weeks, The last two attacks have been, however, completely repulsed in a 
remarkably short ayes of time by the use of your valuable ‘FRUIT SALT, to which I owe my present 
health, at the very least, if not my life itself,” Heartfelt gratitude for my restoration and preservation 
impels me to add my testimony to the already overwhelming store of the same, and in so doing I feel 
that Iam but obeying the dictates of duty.—Believe me to be, gratefully yours, A CORPORAL, 19th 
Hussare.— May 26th, 1883.—Mn. J. C, ENo,” 


The Secret of Success. Sterling Honesty of Purpose, without it 
Life is a Sham. 


“A new invention is brought before the public, and commands success, A score of abominable 
imitations are immediately introduced by the unscrupulous, who, in copying the original closely 
enough to deceive the public, and yet not so exactly as to infringe upon legal rights, exercise an inge- 
nuity that, employed in an original channel, could not fail to secure reputation and profit."—ADAM&, 

The value of Eno’s “Fruit Salt” cannot be told _ Its success in jurope, Asia, Afri 
America, Australia, and New Zealand provea ie a oe 
CAUTION..— Fra mine cuch Bottle, and see the Capsule 18 marked ENOS “FRUP 2ALT." Without it, you have 
been tmposed on by a worthless and occasionally poisonous tmitation, SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 


Prepared only at ENO'S “FRUIT SALT” Works, London, $.8, by J. C, ENO'S PATENT. 


NATURE RULES ALL THINGS. 


In every form of Weakness use Scalded Milk. 
BNOS “VEGETABLE MOTO,” occasionally a desirable adjunct to ENO'S “FRUIT 
SALT,” as a simpte and Natural Laxative, Stomachie, Blood, Brain, Nerve, Bile ur Liver Tonic ; 
or in other words, when taken as directed, their action is as simple as tomato, whole meal, bread or 
porridge (with scalded milk) ; you cannot overstate their great value in causing a natural. slow and 
entle action of the Liver; by that means you keep the blood pureand prevent disease, Ln Advanced 
ife they are everything you could wish. 


ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” WORKS, LONDON, S.E. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS, 


| 


(Christmas, 1899, 
CHRISTMAS PRESENTS, 


SLOPBR’S WHRHEEKLY PRESENTS. 
AMY, 


JEROME THIBOUVILLE-L 
Musical Instrument Manufacturar of Every Description, 10 Charterhouse 8t., London, B.C, 
ORGANINA THIBOUYVILLE. 
THE LATEST NOVELTY IN = 
MECHANICAL ORGANS. 


By its moderate price the Or, wnina 
is within the reach of all. 


The ORGANINA Surpasses 
in Perfection 
all the instruments of this kind. 


UVILLE, 


A Splendid Mechanical Apparatus with which one may admirably play the piano with brilliancy and expression without 


being a musician. 
MILITARY BAND INSTRUMENTS. 
Flutes, Oboes, Side Drums 


Cornets, Saxhorns, Celebrated Thfb>uville-Lamy’s Clarionets, 
Bass Drums, Cymbals, etc. 
25.000 toc GO,00O VIOLINS 
are made yearlyjat our Mirecourt Factory, Guitars, Mandolins on the Italian Pattern, etc. 
MUSICAL STRINGS MANUFACTURER, 
Jerome ‘1 hibouville-Lamy's acoiba es ork oc nee) are acknowledged the best ever made 


BANJOS, TAMBOURINES CONCERTINAS 
Accordions, Fittings, etc. Manufacturer of Musical Boxes with Interchangeable Barrals 
CATALOGUE POST-FREE, 


Ease, Strength, and Simplicity, 


BRITISH ARGOSY 
BRACE _ (Patented) 


THE BEST SELF-ADJUSTING BRACE 
IN_THE WORLD. 
A 


PA OAR AR APR OREN 


Contains no Rubber, the Cords Running 
on Pulleys. 


LA « 


A Lasting Favourite with all Wearers. 


RARA RARER RRR RRRR RR 


Patentees and Sole Manufacturers for Great Britain and the Colonies, 


W.BLENKIRON SO, 18 Wood, London 


Gives to Every Movement of the Body, 


EDWARDS 
HARLENE 


POSITIVELY FORCES 


LADIES’ HAIR; 
OR WHISKERS AND 
MOUSTACHES, 

To grow heavily ina few weeks 
without injury to the skin, and no 

matter at what age, i 


The World-Renowned Remedy 


FOR BALDNESS 


From whatever cause arising. As a Producer of 


WHISKERS AND MOUSTACHES, 


Tt has never been equalled. Asa Curer of Weak and Thin Eyelashes, or 


RESTORING GREY HAIR 


To its ORIGINAL COLOUR, NEVER FAILS. ‘ 
1s., 28 6d., 38. Gd , and 53. 6d . per Bottle, from all Chemists and Drugygists, or sent direct. free from observat' rs 
on ‘receipt of 18. 4d! 238. 10d.. 33. 11d., and 68, P.O. preferred, Testimonials, aiso a Valuabie Treatise on t 
Cultivation of Hair, and some extraordinary facts of the efficacionsness of the HARLENE included. 


Special offer to Readers of “Ally Sloper’s Christmas Ho:idays.” 
A 5s. 6d. TRIAL BOTTLE FOR Qs 6d. 


We tind ourselves to send to any reader of “ Ally Sloper’s Christmas Holidays," who sends us this Coupon, 
witha postal order for 2 tid. vr fustace, jackage, etc., one regular 58.6, Bottle of Edwards’ | 3 
Instantancous American E,p ic is ordered within one month from date uf Coupon. 


OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.C 


fh 


AFTER USE. 


J. E. 


co., 5 NEW 


Because they are THE BEST and SAFEST. 

Because they afford PROTECTION from FIRF. 

Because they are made by BRITISH WORKPEOPLE, 
Because they affurd PROTRCTION to HEALTH. 

Because by doing so, you SUPPORT HOME INDUSTRIES 


wees ee ee ere 


SEVENTEEN PRIZE MEDALS 
FOR EXCELLENCE OF QUALITY. 
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servation 
se on th 


the Quisbys, or within any other 
ALLY will tell you. 
SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” an announcement has appeared 
weekly, showing how some fortunate 
and A, SLOP! 
“CHRISTMAS 
say that the announcement reads as follows :—Commencing with 
the “ HALF-HOLIDAY " for August 3rd, 1889, cut out the first para- 
graph in “ Ally-Campane” 
cuttings by you until January 25th, 1890, wuen you will have 
twenty-six in your ion, Then post th 

with your name and addreas, to “Sloper’s £509 Competi- 
tion,” “THE SLOPERIEs, 
Lonpon, E.C., and look in an early Number for the name and 
address of the lucky winner of the £500. Don't post any of the 
cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that is, one 
week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencin; 
ending January 25th, 1890, In case Ag ose any of your cuttings, 
back numbers are kept in stock, wh 

newsagent or railway stall, gree one penny, or post-free, three 
halfpence, direct from “The Si 


considerably over three hundred and forty thousand copies weekly, 
and if, by January 25th, 1890, it should reach four huadred thon- 
sand copies, in 
will be given in Twenty Consolation Prizes of £50 each, to twenty 
unsuccessful Competitors in the £500 Competition. 
that £500 won’t make a man or woman happys, unless they have 
other things to make them happy. if 
A Blaper cannot go into that now. Here's a Merry Christmas to 
youall, 


papers as the Christmas /Zelly-days, 


nected with the press, on mistletoe ; 
And a worse one on berry ; 
Alsoa 


leaders of the 


begin his batch of Christmas-week notes with “Good old Father 
Christmas!” 


mas Eve; and Christmas evening; also é 
Twelfth-night ; not forgetting other periods of the Festive Season. 


thirst-quenching, 
If Mrs, 8. forgets to contract a slight headache in the course of 
the Yule-tide scrimmage, 


is looking. 
And i 
doesn’t beat its previous year’s circulation by 9,000,000,000,000,1, 


Christmas, 1889.) 


Facalth, WT calth and TKaappiness— 
and £500. 


Tue gentleman io the eeeey Rhymes who exclaimed, “If I 
had as much money as I could tell, I never would cry young 
jimbs to sell,” was without doubt a philosopher of the first water, 
and A, SLOPER respectfully takes off 

his hat and bends his knee in memory 
of the purveyor of young lamba, 
But, after all, the lamb man only said 
in effect what we are all saying pretty 
well every day of 
our lives. “If 
some = fairy 
would leave me a 
few hundreds a 
year, I never 
would go to the 
city again,” ex- 

(: WES gisims Joba 
i We uisb 8q., to 
ass the wis of his 
Oh, manly chest, “If 
some good fairy 
would leave mea 
few hundreds a 
ear, I wouldn't 
going about in 
these old rags,” 
retorts Mrs, Q, to 
the founder of the 
House of preg 
And how, pray, is 
health, wealth and 
happiness to be 
restored within 
the castle walls of 
rson’s castle walls? Well, 
t few months, in “ALLY 


ng the 
person may win £500, 

ever thoughtful of those who only buy his 
OLIDAYs” and not the weekly paper, wishes to 
from each week's paper, and keep the 
he twenty-six cuttings, 
99, SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, 
from each 
August 3rd, 1889, and 
ich may be had through any 
operies.” 

A MUTUAL ADVANTAGE, 

The circulation of “ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HosJDAY” is now 
dition to the £500 above mentioned, £1,000 
You argue 


Perhaps you are right; but 


—~1—— 
Me Shall We Surprised 
Ir the Christmas Holidays are not spoken of in all the comic 
fa bad pun is not made either by someone connected or uncon- 
passable one on the Waits, 
If the praad oe' this locomotive orchestra is not served up in the 


ly newspapers, 
If the brilliant writer of “ Mustard and Cress ” in the Ref. doesn’t 


If the Friend of Man doesn’t get “blind epecsioee ” on Christ- 
oxing-Day ; likewise 


If McNab doesn’t run the F.0.M, pretty close in this game of 


If nothing happens under the Sloperian mistletoe when no one 


“ALLY SLOPER's CHRISTMAS HoLiDAays" for 1889 


FA's Gy hristmas WRairs. 


AN INCIDENT IN THE LIFE OF THE MILDEWED DUDE, 


SAUCER-EYED and golden hairy ; 

Light as gauze, and quite as Pat 4 

Such was ALLY's Christmas Fairy, 
Dancer in the ballet. 

Smiled she on the Mildewed sweetly. 

Mildewed, very indiscreetly, 

Fell in love with her completely, 

(Wrong on part of ALLY.) 


Gone was she on ALLY, 
clearly — 

Loved the Ancient Humbug 
dearly ; 

Told him so—or very nearly. 

(Situation striking ! . 

Raised her fan, and kissed 
behind it. 

(Not that ALLY seemed to 
mind it; 


He, in truth, appeared to find it 


Greatly to his liking). 

Days sed by (as these 
v things will do) 

Still the Man of Mould and 


Mildew 
Gave his kisses sweet (but ill-due, 
Seeing his position) — 
To the creature pirouetting— 
uite, or partially, forgetting 
Certain matrimonial netting. 
(Faithful to tradition !) 


Once, however, unrelenting _ 
Mra. Sloper, something scenting, 
Caught her husband complimenting 
Fairy on her “ footsie,"— 
Overheard the wretch quite clearly, 
Telling her he loved her dearly ! 
ALLY copped it most severely— 
So, at least, writes Tootsie. 


ee all a nie a, 


Every Thursday.—One Penny.—Post-free, 14. 


Eight Large Pages Crammed Full of Pictures and Reading. 
MONEY PRIZES: GRATIS PLATES! 


Two Handsome Presents Gi 
Your Life Insured for £150, Free “Tala wert 


A Matrimonial Agency Open 
Ally Sloper’s Art Union for Ev 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


and United States of America, post-free, 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


For the Destitute Poor of London. 


comes with his scythe to claim them, 


helped alike by that one Good Hand. 


December 21st. 


British public, to whom he already owes so much, 
address :— 
Mr, GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS APPEAL,” 
“The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
Fleet Street, London, E.C, 


—_+—_— 


FA XPal and Alppeal, 


RING out! blithe, merry bells, 

Ring out! your carol tells 

How Christmas has come round again ; 
How honest pleasure’s banished pain, 
At least, for You and I, 

With means wherewith to buy 

The right good cheer ; 

Ring out! speak, merry bells, 

Ring out, each good clash spells 

Words as comfort—best—none other, 

“ Brethren, love ye one another” ; 
Comme help and aid, 

Be not afraid, 

Make not good cheer, 

When Want is near, 

Without firat giving but your mite 

To help us banish Want from sight ; 
‘Tis but the little—but the help of ALL, 
Friends, that best silences dull hunger’s call, 


Purchasers of 


Ally Sloper’s Christmas Holidays 


should compete for 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS BOX OF 
£20, 


which amount will be gins by Mr. GILBERT DALZIEL to the 
person who collvcts the largest amount in penny subscriptions for 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS APPEAL.” Vo one name to be put 
down C more thana penny, Please write out clearly the names 
with Id, opposite each, add up total and forward the amount in 
Stamps or Postal Orders, or in any other form Uf more convenient, 
together with your list, addressed — 
‘SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS BOX,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., Londoa, E.C, 

*,* The List wi) cluse December 31st, 1889, 


THE NAME OF THE WINNER OF THE £20 WILL BE PUBLISHED IN 

“ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” EARLY IN JANUARY, 1890, 

*,* All Competitors’ moneys will be kept and put towards 
” 

“ ALLY SLOPER'’S CHRISTMAS APPEAL,” and thewr names, with 

number of ld. Subscriptions obtained by them, published tn “ALLY 

SLOPER’s HAL¥-HOLIDAyY” early en January, 1890, 


jos SOME AN 


Ext oe 


Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday. 


THE LARGEST CIRCULATION OF ANY ILLUSTHATED Paver IN THE WORLD. 


TWENTY SLOPER WATCHES GIVEN AWAY WEEKLY! | 


Forwarded to any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 


8 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 8s. 8d.; 12 monthe, 6a. 6d. 


— DICKENS’ “ CHRISTMAS CAROL.” 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 


Once again does your old friend ALLY appeal on behalf 
of our poor brothers and sisters—brothers and sisters not 
warmly clad, who can sit by the fire, and who have all they 
want to eat and drink, and acho sleep in coxy beds at night, 
but brothers and sisters iho, through no fault of their oven, 
are thrown on to the world homeless and destitute of every 
comfort, and who, unless the helping hand is outstretched in 
time, linger on in misery and despair until Grim Death 
This is no new tale. 
Heaven knows it is an old, old story, and has been told 
Jrom the beginning of time, and probably will continue to 
be told lung after we have all gone to that far and distant 
land, where money is no quod to us, where the vich and the 
poor are both on an equal footing, and where we are all 
Many of the old 
stories are the truest, and this, perhaps, the truest of them 
all; so, in all sincerity, and from the boltum of his 
heart, ALLY begs you to give him something to relicve our 
suffering Jellow-creatures, even if it is onlya Penny. Sub- 
scriptions, no matter how small, will be acknowledged, week 
by week, in “Atty Svorer’s Hatr-Houipay,” and the 
distribution of the moneys will commence on Saturday, 
The Proprietor of “ AuwyY Stoper’s 
Hatr-Houipay” has pleasure in heading the list with a 
cheque for £25, and now SvLoPer must leave the matter 
in the hands of his kind-hearted friends, the generous 
Please 
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ALLY SLOPERS CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS, 8 


AL Balm for Wecife. 


(A LAY OF LONGPELLOW-SHIP.) 


TELL me not of Christmas Numbers 
Coming out in many a ream, 

Sent around in carts, or “ Humbers,” 
And with ghost tales made to teem, 


See, they come with stories pleasant 
As to Gore and ghostly tread ; 
And for Sup- 
lemental 
“reseut, 
Some by 
icture co- 
joured, 


Not the'gloom 
of Ghost. 
ta'e sorrows 

Ito we want 
at Yule-tide 


gay ; 

Who would 
wish blues 
funk to bore 


row 
When ‘tis 
nearing 
Christmas 
Day? 


Lines we've 
just now 
penned re- A 
mind us a 

One such “ Number" is sublime; 

Tis the best Fate e’er assigned us, 

Haste and buy it. Be in time! 


You are “up” to what is brewing 
You have guessed what we would atate ; 
The Christmas Number you are viewing, 
That alone is Good and Great ! 


+ 


FRyow a Wewelfth- ight Hef bening arty 
fos El ppredated. 


CHARACTERS.—THE USUAL ONES, 


WHAT the boy from school preferred.— 7he cake, 

What the girl from echool preferred.— The boy. 

What the middle-azed military masher lo tgrer Pace jen 

What all the young ladics above seventeen enjoyed.— Waltzing. 

What all the young gentlemen over twenty-one appeared fond 
of.— Waltzing. 
: What the old lady evinced signs of a strong partiality for.— 
Snoring. 

What seemed to please the old gentleman most.—“ Sir Reger de 
Coverley.” 

What took the fancy of the country cousin (male).— Zhe London 
Do, (female), 

What delighted the “ London do, (female) ” more than anything 
else 2— The departure of the country cousin (male) tocateh his train, 

What the “funny man” appreciated.—Overhearing the guests 
aay what a jolly flow he was. 

V hat the hostess simply doted on.— Zhe sclitary article of food 
the boy from school didwe cat, 

What the host seemed overjoyed at.—Saying “ Good-bye!” 


——_+—_——_ 


FA. GMeistake in the GMedicine. 


IT was either the goose or the plum pudding that did not a 
with Penhecker, and the poor fellow had to remain in bed all 
Boxing Day. But Mra. P. mace such good use of her time, that, 
by the evening, the wretched man was ina fair way towards nervous 
fever. The doctor came, and, after examining the patient, observed 
to Mra. P., “He requires rest. [| will send you some medicine.” 
The next day, Mrs. P. met the doctor in the hall. “ Doctor,” said 
she, “the medicine you sent was Mra, Winslow's Soothing Syrup.” 
“Yes.” “And you directed it to me.” “Of course,” answered the 
medico, as he backed out towards the door—“ didn’t I tell you your 
husband wanted rest!" [ Zhe Penhechers have changed their doctor, 


—-+—-—_—_— 


Ballad of a Wlithe W isitor. 
Wuat cheer, my Public! 
Why, how d'ye do? 
I reckon that all of you 
well know me ; 
Yor often I've been a good 
friend to you 
In providing you pleasure 
and glorious glee. 

More Kor-deal I than the 
Queen 
called She, 

When I bring 


’ 

Papa Christ- 
mas, who 
cometh but 

once a year! 


Yea, Goodwill and Peace, 
at my Annual cue, 
I'm supposed to foster, 
as you'll agree ; 
But often, alas! (this is 
entre nous), 
Goodwill’s not so ripe as it ought to be. 
From Malice and Hatred we're not so free 
As [ should like on this hemisphere ; 
Yet, in Peace, ali profess to bow the knee 
To me, when [ visit you once a year; 


And the complaint I must speak of, too 
(Ere I gladden the bairns with my Toy-decked Tree ;) 
There are thousands of rn each vast purlieu, 
Needing Srrarathr. p us your £ 8. D. 
Do you do all you m/yht as to His decree, 
Concerning these suff'rers whose lives are drear? 
Taink of them when you welcome, with joyous spree, 
Papa Christmas, wlio cometh once a year ! 


ENVO1, 


Prince of Pleasure Vi SLOPER, I speak to thee), 
Pray pardon me if T have seemed severe ; 


You know | mean well, so excuse my pee 
Remember 1 only come once a year 


PICA RET ete a 
‘ Cae 


Seite A ad be enone a ee 
Oy eS hey; Regie % 


ee ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


CHRISTMAS CAT-ASTROPHES. 
AND ON HI8 WAY OUT TO DINNER, TOO! 


(Christmas, 1889. 


Major Buck (to Grocer). We deal here, I think ? 
Grocer (who has faint recollection of once sending him two 
pounds of sugar). Ye-es, sir, 
* 4 A Major. Don't trouble to send my Christmas box round. My 

County Cvuncillor, I never expected such an enthusiastic reception—not even in my most sanguine moments, footman shall call in an hour's time for it. Good mo morning | 


McAWFU’.—THE FESTIVE SEASON IN THE HIGHLANDS. 


THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. 
How Noodles was found (by the milkman, who came to water eg Nets and 
couldn't) on the morning after his wet—his very wet Boxing Da: 


MR. EXCELSIOR REVERSED. 


First STAGE. 
THE STaRt.—Go! 


SECOND STAGE, 
Go it! 


} 
| 


t 


ore “Elder,” said the minister to McNab, after kirk, “we will nd * ir."——3. McNab 
drmedl to the eee Pe cathe crn y po rk, ud go ge tagather and admonish arg Mekwte. _ It’s our duty, sir. 


—not o' war.” —3 ! ha!” said McAwfu’, who had heard all 

from behint a stane, Paces dh wad admonish me, wad they rae eth that t MeNab, disna turn roond, te in be a’ awit —-5. Bash !—smothered 

THIRD STAGE. FourtH STAGE yell, good ——6, R-r-r-r-r-revenge!——7. After looking to their besptent a bit—8. And a fog rapidly coming on, they hastily take 

ache ii Tae F as another swear,—9, er depart a ees routes, so that the villain may not escape them.—10, Ha! footsteps! Now for it !——11, Whirr! 
oing it! HB ca ISH.—Gone —hiss-e-s |——12, When the “Dang me!” said the horrified McNab, * O Mf ah havna been feighting wt’ the meenister !" 
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Smith, Say, Jones, can you help me? I had the misfortune the other night 

nas The devil! I've Swear you're married. Deck up lavey, The Most Noble Str Lota treated with by {s 
Je ! ! our slavey, contempt—and by s He. Are you ? he. busband 
sabe het rowed, antl Searedaes har her as your wife. The only way, my boy | beefeater, too! earn tesa oy a Ee Eta, 


9. Christmas, 1889. ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. : 
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FUODLE’S CHRISTMAS EVE. 


ee 
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THE ONLY WAY TO BEAR IT. 
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I! Showman (to Pumps, whom he has just sto, to ask th | 
' of ).—Now, I've jist got ven minutes to ssaretverieny 380 ifyer pd 

Up us the price of a pot o° fourp’ny you shail ‘ave a show all’ to yerself. ‘ 

‘sd 


P PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 
If gay, old Fuddle’s word is to be taken as gospel, he became unconscious whilst Tremble not, gentle reader, the abo mean loodthirsty 

engaged in discovering whether stone was harder to sit v than to walk on. Bu _ BD oebarereare ber dag ted N 

unfortunately, he failed to make Policeman X 24 believe one word of the whut thenttGalees ane en eee rye ft endfaenea heal ing their | ttvallover, ” “Atk 1 know what Christmas means, I shall hibernate til 


sory. (Forty bob or a month. dreadful duel scene by candlelight. [And (/ only the Sloperian Staff could follow Bruin's example! 


sale, fouk agein when Rs game some Ce i Prema ture by voused 
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and got IReir playful be 15 a wee bt foggy as Io 
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A CHRISTMAS BOX 


Ola Sexton.—Thank’ee kindly, miss. I'm keepin’ yer late ‘usband's 
@Tave nice an’ green, and am savin’ a nice corner for the next ‘un. 
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NO LUCK FOR THE POOR. Vj" wont cost ered cent. ert Roff | is 

“It’s darned “ard lines, Sal, to come down to spend Christmas in the Vy a Yt: Z ¥ 

work'ouse, We've generally managed to pe the festive season in liz? lp fy 4 t 
quad, but now they says as oor to be run in, Never see sich Pe Coe an Re trees afore ie 
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Parish Beadle 5 Pore devs 
siRinkin Res a 50" fo Re 
S kfchen - Ive es ‘jm a Rorder on 
IRé shrar he Jacke Department for 
Incuroble Lanalics Faw Rofe rs chump 


Chorus f Gominy 


ae yt ey prea \ Mem Gonat o pily he got Fold 
° so oye A ‘ a 
IN DAYS GONE BY. What ieee ‘Boxin-dye of Cast Years Juny A(manac aie 


' Two Tampnant rovsterers of ye olden days seeing Christmas in in the 
Proper manner. They have at last reached perfection, after ut leist 


twenty dally rehearsals, Let's hope he will turn over a new leaf, evergreen or otherwise, when he comes out.—S “OPER. 
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ALLY SLOPER'S CHR 


FA. Strance Storv—coen for GY bristmas. 


ONCE again a certiin season was approaching. It was a season 
that hal been tonged for, sneered at, culogised, scorned, rejoiced 
over, denounced, 
and, indeed, over- 
done generally, 
froma period where- 
of the memory of 
man runneth not 
tothecontrary., Yet 
here it was again 
imminent — for the 
eighteen hundred 
and eighty - oddth 
occasion, just as if 
nothing had hap- 
pened in between 
whiles. It was a 
time of revelling 
and rejoicing, of 
geniality and jun- 
keting, of forfeits, 
flirting, dancing, 
drinking (especially 
drinking), snap- 
dragon, — bonbons, 
plum-puddings, 
panto.iimes, pills, and little (and other) accounts, prompt settle- 
ment of which would greatly oblige. That all this really was thus 
the meanest comprehension could have seen with half an eve: 
but nowhere was it more cleorly shown than on the bookstalls 
and in the newsvendors’ windows, which had broken out into a 
sort of rash of highly coloured pictures, with letter-press to match 
—pictures of fat, red-faced, white-bearded, old frightful examples, 
clad principally in holly, mistletoe, and grog-blossoms—of kiltens, 
and Rabies, and waits, and snowed-up mail-coaches, and Merrie 
England in the olden time, and bringing in the boar's head, and 
other common objects of pictorial periodical art too numerous to 
mention. 

In short—and it might just as well have been so stated at the 
outs:t—Christmas was coming, and that was what was the matter. 

Foremost among those who were preparing to welcome the jolly 
old fraud in befitting fashion might have been observed the worthy 
(and wealthy) Barnabas Beerychill, and his equally worthy (and 
wealthy) twin sister, Barbara, twin heirs and co-proprietors of a 
Pill of world-wide renown, Barnabas and Barbara Raa been nursed 
in the lap of luxury. They were orphaned at an early age, but 
their ‘trustees having, singularly enough, proved strictly honest, 
the brother and sister still had considerably more money than they 
knew what to do with. Not being either professional philin- 
thropists or self-advertising humbugs, they made it the business of 
their lives to make others happy—and on the whole succeeded 
very well. Sometimes, of course, they were grossly imposed upon 
—but even these experiences could not be considered as failures, 
seeing that the imposers were, after all, made happy by the success 
of their imposition, which was better than nothing, anyhow, 

Christmas had all but come, and Barnabas and Barbara stood 
side by side in the big bay window of their old, or, at least, 
middle-aged ancestral home, which contained many, many more 
rooms than they could ever hope to occupy, and was besides, far 
too luxuriously furnished for their simple needs. The worthy 
brother and sister (who may as well stillstand sde by side in the big 
bay window until their historian is ready to trot them out properly) 
bore all these trials, as weil as the colossal income which their busi- 
ness produced them, with aresignation which was sweet to witness. 
Though no longer in his first youth, Barnabas still hada brizht 
eye—two, in fact—a firm step, and locks blacker than any ordi- 
nary raven’s wing. Barbara, being his twin-sister, was necessarily 
also no longer in. etc., but she was younger than Barnabas, who 
happened to be born about hslf an hour previously. Allowing for 
the ditference of sex, and substituting “tresses” for “locks,” 
Barnabas’ description will apply equally well to Barbara. Having 
nothing whatever to do, they fille! up their time on week-days 
from 10 A.M, to 4 P.M. cousideriug how best they might relieve 
the needy and cheer the cheerless. During these hours they pro- 
vided much employment for the myrmidons of the Postmaster- 
General, and inked their own fingers most assiduously, From four 
to six they mostly ran round the woods of their ancestral domain 
to get up an appetite for dinner: then home to dress and to dine 
at seven—quietly and simply—off the best that money could buy. 
When they had eaten all they could hold (which was considerable), 
a game at cards, a little music, and (in the case of Barnabas), a 
cigar and one or two drops of something hot with sugar, completed 
the idyllic tale of each day’s doings. Barbara then retired for the 
night to her bower in the Peacock Blue Room in the west wing ; 
while Barnabas sought his couch in the sage green chamber in the 
N.N.E. turret, and, asa rule, had but little difticulty in finding it. 

But this is mere detail, and Miss Keerychill—to say nothing of 
ber brother—has already been kept standing far too long in the big 
bay window, 

Meanwhile, the gentle Beerychills gazed across the wold and 
| agovokes deeply, I am not quite clear as to what a wold is, There 

, however, no manner of doubt that the wold across which the 
Beerychills looked was absolutely the best of all possible wolds, 
and one in every way suited to people in their position. 

“See, sister Barby,” said Mr. Beerychill, “the snow and the rain 
and the sleet, and the hail and the fog are falling across the wold 
in about equal proportions, but sornest tig tells me that the Spirit 
of Christmas is out on the scoop, and will in all probability re- 
main so for the next few hours.” 

“True, brother Berney sai Miss Beerychill, whose complexion 
feneterer her age may have been) looked barely seventeen that 


y—thanks to the 
wi 


constant use of 
Benevolence Balm 
—that infallible 
specific against 
cross- grained 
wrinkles, “True!” 
she continued, 
opening the case- 
ment and throw- 
ing therefrom 
several = specially 

repared cutlets to 
he little robin red- 
breasts that honed 
expectantly 
around ; “and don't 
you think, brother, 
that at such a sea- 
son we ought to 
make aperial 
efforts to shed joy 
and gladness on 
many, or any, who 
are Jess bountifully provided 2?” 

“Barby!” said Mr. Beerychill, beaming, “you've hit it! and I 
know your own kindness of heart will—”" 

“Tush, tush! Barney, dear, what about your doings? Don't I 
know that yesterday you secretly left a cheque for £500 in the 
little cottage across the forest. in order to supply the poor penniless 

her with means to follow his profession ?” 

“They are but as grains of sand in a sugar-barrel.” said her 
brother, mournfully. “Jet us, therefore,” he added, taking up 
his well aired morning paper, “consider the best means of alle- 
viating some poignant case of distress, Gracious goodness!" he 
suddenly ejaculated, fixing his sp ctacled eye on the paper before 
him: “here is the very Shin: .isten, sister! listen!” and with 
a voice not wholly unshaken by emotion, the worthy geutleman 
read aloud the following advertisement :— 


ee 
“* 4 DOPTION.—A young couple, of good family on both sides, 

who have been engaged for some years, bat are unatie to 
marry for want of sufficient income, woul! be much obliged 
to any wealthy bachelor or spinster who would adopt them, 
aud come down hendsome.—Address, Edwin and Ange‘ina, 
care of Post Office. Londo,’" 


“The very thing!” echoed Miss Beerychill. “ Brother, we must 
answer it at once, : 

With that, Mr. Beerychill sat him down, and, with the aid of his 
sister and a pen and ink, indited the following epistle :— 

“Mr. and Miss Becrychill request the favour of an early call 
from Edwin and Angelina concerning their advertisement in to- 
day's paper, and trust that the interview will be to E. and A.’s 


aivantage.” 
CHAPTER II. 

NEXT morning, the Beerychills rose betimes and took an early 
breakfast. But so full were they of benevolent excitement, that 
they troubled the golden tea-urn but little, while the tempting 
bacon, the lately Tal eggs, and the finest Finnan haddocks, were 
sent away all but untouched. “ Will they come?” each asked the 
other, nervously, and as though the fate of empires depended upon 
au answer to the question, 

At this moment a loud knock and an equally loud ring were heard 
at the big front doer of the Beerychill Mansion, Too impatient to 
wait for the intervention of any of their highly salaried menials, to 
tush to the portal was, with Barbara and Barnabas, but the work 
of a moment and the upsetting of a breakfast table, On the door- 
step they found a young man and a young woman kneeling, hand- 
in-hand, who had apparently Leen taking it in turns to look through 
the keyhole in order to see what was hanging up in the hall. 

“Mr. = Miss Berrychill, we presume,” said the young man, 
nervously, 

“The same,” responded Barnabas and Barbara; “and you 
are—?"” 

“Edwin!” said the young man. 

“ Angelina!” faltered the maiden, 

“ Rise, children,” said Miss Berrychill, graciously. 

“ And come in,” said her brother, in his cheeriest tone. 

“ And accept our blessing—and some breakfast,” added Barbara, 
ruefully regarding the wreckage. E 

“With pleasure,” said the lovers, entering, still hand-in-hand, 
but preparing to make themselves at home without more ado, 

* * 


* * * * 

“ Your references are satisfactory,” said Mr. Berrychill, beaming 
violently. “We will undertake that you shall be married on New 
Year's Day, if that date suits your convenience.” 

“Blessings on you for those words!” exclaimed the lovers, 
unclasping each other's hands and endeavouring to kneel at the 
feet of their benefactors. 5 

It was remembered afterwards that, while Angelina knelt before 
Barnabas, Edwin's knees wandered in the direction of Barbara ; 
but, at the time, these circumstances escaped atiention. 

“Nay, nay!” said the Beerychills—‘no thanks. A trousseau 
will, of course, be provided for you, Angelina, and Edwin shall be 
put ina situation, where, by strict attention to business, he will be 
able to earn for you and himself a decent livelihood. Meanwhile, 
remember that we dine at seven. And now you had better go out 
for a walk in yonder snow clad woods. On your return, pieces of 
mistletoe shall be hung in convenient places for you to kiss under, 
and ne stone shall be left unturned to make you perfectly com- 

ortable.” 

“May every Eaeteg fall upon our benefactors!” exclaimed 
the lovers, as aking bulky parcel of beef sandwiches, furtively 
supplied by Miss eerychill, they wandered forth, still hand-in- 
haud, for a stroll across the perhaps picturesque, but sloshy wold. 


CHAPTER III. 


IT was Christmas morning, and the utmost resources of the Beery- 
chill cuésine were being severely taxed to fittingly celebrate the 
occasion, The smell of the cooking, the sound of the joybells, the 
crackling aud sputtering of the turkeys as they turned on the spit 
the bubbling of the boiling of innumerable plum-puddings, anc 
the intermittent gurgling of half-pints of old ale adown the torrid 
throat of the Beerychills’ butler (who at such times was computed 
by students of public form to be virtually the same animal as 
Simon the Cellarer at 5st. 7lb.)—all combined to make ap acoup 
@eil, or chorus, or consensus, or something or other which, what- 
ever it was, was singularly in harmony with the situation. 

Since the events uarrated in the last two chapters, the lovers had 
indeed been made comfortable, and their consumption of victuals 
had been enormous. The special licence had been procured, and 
Edwin had for a time carried it about wherever he went, swearing 
undying affection for Angelina whenever they chanced to be 
left alone—which was often; but as the quartette sat at break- 
fast that morning, they did not seem either collectively or in- 
dividually particularly happy. Somehow or other, in spite of all 
his efforts to the contrary—and it must be confessed he did not 
make many—Edwin's glance weuld wander towards Barbara, while 
Angelina's gaze was ever and anon furtively fixed upon the down- 
cast visage of the erst beaming Barnabas. All attempts at lively 
conversation, especially with reference to such subjects as love and 
marriage, fell flat as the flattest of flounders. 

Dinner was over, and the Beery chills, with increasing gloom, re- 
marked that it was about the hour when Edwin and Angelina usually 
sat together behind the window curtains whispering soft nothings. 
(It may as well be distinctly understood that the nothings in ques- 
tion were whispered by Edwin and. Angelina, and not by the window 
curtains, In these days of verbal criticism, Hysteric Buddhism, and 
Psychical Research, it is only fair to Colonel Olcott, Professor Sidg- 
wick, and the Poet Myers, that this disclaimer should be placed on 
record. But let that pass.) The Be-rychills offered to withdraw. 

“Do not, I entreat you, on my account!” said Edwin and 
Angelina, with one voice, 

Barnabas’ 


i Barbara's 

I feel that 1 could gaze wont wins 

Angelina's 
face for ever!” remarked Angelina, Edwin, and Barbara, respec- 
tively, setto roce, 

Barnabas and Barbara now'retired to one end of the room, and 
Edwin and Angelina to the other. But instead of cinoodling, as 
was their custom, the lovers wrangled violently all the Ein le 
Meanwhile, Barnabas and Barbara did not wrangle, but they 
porrowrully admitted to each other that somchow—they couldn't 
exactly tell why—the world didn’t seem to them quite so gay to- 
night as it had done upon previous similar anniversaries. 

’resently, when the soft nothings whispered by Edwin to 
Angelina had taken the form of an expressed disbelief in the bona 
fides of “ snub-nosed cats” in general, with an implied reservation 
towards a particular object—Angelina to wit—and Angelina had 
casually stated herabhorrence of all “tow-haired counter-jumpers,” 
well knowing as she did that Edwin's profession and cherelure had 
been described by his enemies in much the same terms, the strain 
became too great to be any longer borne, 

Angelina rushed forward, and striking an attractive attitude, 
exe aimed, “This masquerade can procecd no longer! I have 
lea, aed to love another !” 

“Lt it comes to that,” said Edwin, “so have 1!” 

; es gracious me!” unanimously exclaimed the Beerychills: 
“who? ae 

“You!” shrieked Edwin and Angelina, with one accord, falling 
respectively at the feet of Barbara and Barnabas, 

“ Dear me!" ejaculated Barnabas, as he clasped Angelina’s little 
hand in both his own, while she coquettishly tapped his nose with her 
fan; “ whata singular coincidence! That is precisely my case, too !” 

“And mine,” said his sister. 

“Then we are each’s?” remarked the re-arranged quartette, with 
appropriate proceedings, under two separate branches of mistletoe. 

“What aram go!” remarked the Spirit of Christmas, popping 
his head in at the parlour door, “ Bless you, my children! [hope 
you will be happy—though, for my part, I scarcely expect it!” 

* * * * * * 


ISPFMAS HOLIDAYS. 


(Christmas, 1889. 


When Edwin had married erin tied and Angelina had led 
Barnabas to the altar, separate establishments were thought ad- 
visable, Also, after much nagging from their netpoctire 8Bouses, 
Barnabas and Barbara at length consented to “realize” and divide, 
the property which had hitherto been icon enjoyed by them, 
In the process of realization the secret of the Pill somehow leaked 
out, and litigation ensued. A cgay law suit left all concerned 
penniless at the tinish, and Elwin has had to go back to counter. 
jumping, while Barbara end-avours to increase her income by 

king in clear-starching. Barnabas is driving a night-:ab, and 
Angelina is in the back row of the Alhambra ballet. 


Fhe Weransformation Scene. 


(DEDICATED TO THE LORDS, THE COMMONS AND THE 
SCREAMERS. ) 


‘Tis Boxing Night 
and old Drury’s 
walls are filling 
from roof to floor, 

With the human 
tide still surging 
in like a sea at 

ev'ry door, 

From ev'ry class in 
a mighty mass is 

ther that 
uman sea ; 

For English, indeed, 
in heartand name, 
the scene and the 
company, 


Nearest Olympus, as 
of their right, the 
“gods” in a 
mighty throng, 

lhe roof-tree shake 
of that ancient 
pile with laughter 
avd shout and 


song. 
Labour to-night sits 
here in delight to 
revel in honest 
laugh, 
: ered ~~ deep as 
~ e oaming 
drauguts that the thirsty toilers quaff. : 


And burly John Bull to-night has left his pi Pp and his snug arm-chair. 

His lads and lasses, with dancing eyes, and cheeks that excited flare, 

Beside him sit, in the good old pit,and “mother” sits there and beams, 

As glad and bright as her laughing girls—and as fair, to John, she 
seeins, 


The dainty ladies in gay attire are filling the rich red stalls, 

With rank and wealth and youth in their train; for here in old 
Drury's walls, 

From palace and slum, the crowd have come, but all are assembled 


here 
This English night to this English spot for a fill of English cheer. 


A crash of sound Jeaps in conflict with and conquers the vast 
hoarse roar, 

As sca deaden the billows’ boom that sounds on our English 
shore. 

Then in concert grand both crowd and band swell loud in a swinging 


air, 
That changes fast till “God Save the Queen!” then all rise and 
all heads are bare. 


The curtain rises ; scene after scene flits by in a blaze of light, 

And song aud laughter, quip, jest and prank, speed on the hours 
in their flight. 

But what is the bliss to-night we miss? What is the untold void? 

In the feast of frolic and fun, the joy that of old we most enjoyed? 


Ah! where are the baby forms and faces? where are the tiny feet, 
Twinkling ery in the lights, while our pulses in rhythm beat? 
The baby group that were wont to troop across the great stage with 


glee? 
Whose - told that they loved the fun and frolic e'en more than 
we 


In a cheerless garret a fireless grate scowls 
black on the squalid gloom ; 

A little form is huddled there on the floor 
of the bare cold roum. 

A baby face with never a trace of the smile 
it used to wear, 

Is with sadness turned ona shrunken form 
that sits on toiling there. 


“Oh, mother. darling,” the tiny voice ex- 
claims, “this is Boxin’ Night! 

This time last year | was ou at the ‘ Lane,’ 
my heart and feet as light 

As nowthey’re sad, 1 was gaily clad as such 
a dear little bird, 

I've ne'er forgot how the people clapped, 
though | said nevera wore. 


“Times were better, dear mother, then—for 
the money I used to bring, 

If small, was better thau naught to us, and 
bought us many athing. 

That now we need it, was hard, indeed, 
*cause I was under the age, 

To stop me earning an honest crust, an’ 
taking me off the stage. 


“Mother, they was my happiest hours, for poor little kids like me. 
map? they calls us, has such few games, and don’t many bright 
hings see. . 
— pesple grand what rules the land used to send their kids to 
the show, ; 
And meet a word from us they heard—then why, I should like to 

know, 


Did they interfere with my happy time, stop me from helping you. 
As works so hard to piyiu’ vour way aud getting a meal or two, 
An’ keepin’ our sticks?” If I’m on’y six, | wanted a bit o’ food— 
At least, did then, It seems that now if I had it 'twould do no good. 


A choking cough stops the weak, small voice ; the mother looks ul’ 
in tears. : 
She oes down by the tiny form, and her heart is filled with 
ears, 
The flush gives place on the baby face to a shade that tells of death. 
And the baby strength is fading fast in the struggle fierce for breath. 


a mone watches with bitter heart the strife that must cea-" 

o-night 

‘Twixt the child and Death, for hardships on the side of the 
Reaper fight. 

She curses anew the canting crew who have shrieked and howled to 


save 
Her child from the stage, she loved so well, to give her up to—the 
grave, 


“ Mother, don't cry! I'm happier now than ever before I’ve been. 

For, mother, the curtain’s going up on—oh ! such a lovely scene. 

And the angels say | mustn't stay, for they waut me therein Heaven, 

To wear my wings in that lovely scene—although | am aot turned 
seven 
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ee. . 


Plum Wmdding. 


THEN here's to the pudding of plums! 
Though doctors and such other hums, 
May say that it’s bad fur digestion, 
What is there that could disagree? 
I really, Sir, cannot well see, 
Perhaps you can answer the question, 


There's currants and suet and flour, 
And l-mous to make it taste sour ; 
Candied peel, and of spice just enough, 
With sugar to make it taste sweet, 
And mixed with old ale as is meet. 
Here's three cheers for our old Christ- 
mas duff! 


Whe Wriabt Alfter the Tantomime. 
HARLEQUINADE. 
CLOWE © 2 2 2 S & oe 


- MASTER OLIVER BLADDER. 
THE BOY FROM NEXT DOOR. 
JOHNNIE JUMPER, 


PANTALOON - + oe - : . 
-MISS BERTHA BLADDER. 


HARLEQUIN - 2 


"MBINB - + eee . 
oun Geestaan ee as * + + BLADDER PATER. 
OL.p Laby - > : : 7 + 2).  . MRS. BLADDER. 
PoLICBMAN - * + + + + «THE ONE ON THE BEAT. 


BaBy - - = : THE LAST TWIGLET. 


ScENE: THE BACK DRAWING ROOM. 


Ciown, Here's a jolly lark! Paand ma have gone out 
to a party, and it’s cook's evening out, and the 
housemaid is spooning with the policeman at 
the bottom of the back garden, 

PANTALOON, Is the jam cupboard locked ? 

Cuiown, You dishonest boy! I never let anybody go to 

the jam pots—except myself. 
PANTALOON, Why, you went to ours with me, 

Ciown, Yes, but that wasn't at home. Besides, we 
cleaned em all out. Look here, we'll havea panto- 
mime like that we saw at Drury Lane last night. 
I'll be Clown, and you Pantaloon ; and Johnnie 
Jumper, from our school, shall be Harlequin! 

PANTALOON, Oh, that’s jolly! What do I do? . 

CLown, You walk about as if you were lame with one 
of pes sticks, and I keep burning your legs 
with this poker, and Johnnie hits you over the 
head with this blind lath. 

(Business, Rally, Pantaloon bi ter ed to 
escape, but is knocked down and ea upon 
'y Clown and Harlequin, 
COLUMBINE, And I stand on the tips of my toes and lean 
back wards—like this, é 
pe over vase into fireplace. Business. 
CLown, Yes, but ee ant talk ; no more does Johuuie. 
ere’s the 
(Brit Pantaloon: reappears with baby. 
PANTALOON. Oe, Joey, here's a jolly lark, somebody's lst ‘1 
A 
didn’t know it had cut any teeth. 

(Harlequin strikes Pantaloon with wand, 
Business, Clown parts Harlequin and 

Pantaloon, ; 

Crown, Now, Johnnie, you just go down on one knee 
and let Bertha stand ou the other with one 
foot, then she leans backwards, That's the 
style. Hullo! there goes ma’s jardiniére. 

ined your back, have you, Bertha, and got 
a lump on your head? Oh! you're not halfa 
Columbine. Here, Joey, catch the baby. (Throws 
baby to Pantaloun, knocks lustre off chandelicr), 

Oh, you butter fingers, you've drop) it! 
HARLEQUIN, Here, I say, I ought to disappear up the chimney. 

‘ake away the fireguard. 
(Crawls up chimney, Sticks half wey 
Pantaloon takes up wand and whacks 
Harlequin, Business, 

CLown, oe, | T ays here's pa and ma come home. What 

a 


[Lies down flat in front of door, Enter 
Bladder Pater followe by Mrs. B. 
Bladder Pater falls over clown, and Mrs. 
B P re eae mg pastes 
LADDER Parer, What the ?—why the /—who the?—howt e—! 
Pantaioon shive oney at Mrs. B.'s head, 
Mrs, B. My child !——Murder! Police!! Fire!!! 
[Enter policeman, Rally business and 
curtain, 


—r—_— 


Some Gensible Gfracker EMottors. 


(Respectfully suggested by the Eminent, who thinks this kind of 
thing needs seving tv.) 
For a bashful miss: 
Affection's conuee never emother, 
One good kiss deserves another. 


fur a modern Paul a : 
Behind the door you need not huddle, 
Watched lovers never cuddle. 


For a young lady who dressed ina hurry: 
A broken staylace spoils one’s pleasure ; 
Love in haste, lament in leisure. 


lor a diner out: F 
Tho’ your host’s board I'll not belie, 
When the cat’s away shun rabbit pie. 


For a grutleman who took his Christmas dinner at 
wr ale ion’s strong in death 
the ruling passion’s strong in dea : 
So is an cohen ta the breath, 


“ Harris's 


For an el igible young man: 
With equal mind what an ined you must bear, 
When caught by Kittenis Spineter ou the stair. 


For the “man in the chair”: 
Those who their friends at random choose. 
Are often forced to “stand” the booze, 


For a bachelors’ party : 
When pals sit round the old fireplace 
Good “ weeds " go apace. 
When the party is over: 
Getting home late, with the wife and “babby "— 
All’s fare to the Christmas cabby. 


Filas! Las! 


, [HE Eminent thought of the little bit of scraggy neck of New 
Zealand mutton that had formed his Christmas repast, and, as he 
closed the door, a pearly tear collected in his eye, and, trickling 
ey ai nose, was finally dried up on reaching the fiery knob, 
alas! alas! 


its on baby. Business.) O| ylor! ! 


Gompressed Wime. 


Longjaw, One day 1 caught cold, and went to bed, 
bad that [ had three doctors: and they blistered oe a oad 
had mustard poultices on for three weeks, and—— : 
Sharpshins, Wonderful! 
Longjaw, What was wonderful? 
Sharpshins, Why, that you went through all that in one day! 


Brsiness only EH cant. 


ALt through the cold, drear December evenin they had strolled 
round the deserted squares of Bloomsbury : he with hisarm around 
her, breathing his love into her ear. 

} “And now, dear,” he asked, as he parted with her at the door, 
‘do you doubt that I love you?” 

“Not a bit of it, Bill. 1 know you wouldn't have squandered 

five or six bob in port wine negus on a girl if you hadn't been in 


ead earnest,” 
gg 


Aer Reply, 


SHE sat by his side in the corner nook 
In the bloom and the blush of youth, 
And the frankness on her maiden brow 
Was lit by the light of truth, 
Can the world condemn if her heart beat fast 
As the words she longed to hear, 
With a sound like the sweep of Love's silken wing, 
Broke softly upon her ear! 


But why in her eyes is that far away glance? 
And why is that catch in her voie: 4 
» who can tell all that may be hid— 
All that lies in a wonmin’s choice? 
Then she raised her face with a look to his 
With a smile like the Gracea ore: 
“*Ave some more stoo'ed eels ? why in course I will,” 
So he ordered two “fours” more, 


_+1>—_. 


ERX chenge is Sioect! 


Two friends were seated in a third-class compartment on the 
L. C. and Dover Railway, which, as usual, was much overcrowded, 
Presently an immensely fat woman, redolent vf bloaters, whelks 
and fried fish, got in, and in a moment the smaller of the two 
friends offered fe his seat. Why did you do that?" w hispered 
the other. “For revenge,” replied the littl: man in the same tuue, 
“That fellow in the corner has been sitting on me ever since we 
left Ludgate Hill, and now she'll sit on him.” [And so she did! 


—_——1—___ 


GRove by Good Lznck than G¥oad 
F¥ udgment. 


“T SHOULD be ashamed of myself, Sam,” observeil a fond parent 


; to son and heir, “to have allowed that little Tominy Buzes to win 


—the weight on vour chest next morning, 


ne wait for that tennei 
t 


the prize.” “It was allau accident, da:l,” answered Master Sammy, 
“T was at the to of the class whe:, for the last question, the 
examiner said, ‘Who invented the steam engine?’ “Tone of us 


could remember, but Tommy scratched his hea 2, Pretending that he | 


knew, and said, ‘ Er—er—what was his name, sir?" 
said the examiner ; ‘ Watt was his name,’ 


and got the prize.” 


‘Quite right,’ 
«Aud so he took top place 


—_—_——1—__ 


Rene FAiccounted Kor Bt. 


Dumper, Hallo, Fastboy ! Were you fined the other day, at the 
police court, for kissing Mrs, Jones? 


Fusthvy, Yes, that was me, 
5 Dumper, Dear me! 1 shouldn't have thought that of Mrs, 
ones ! 


Zustboy. Neither did I, but, you see, her husband came in at the 
moment—sv she had no altermitive ! 


GE» Efolumbine. 


AGAINST all other stars that shiue, 
I back that petty star of mine— 
My little wite—my columbine. 


You think because you see her spin 
rom wing to wing in garments thin, 
She cau't do anything but siu ; 


You think that all such things as these, 
‘ho wear their frocks above their knees, 
Are conquer'd with the greatest ease ; 


You think because she wears a wig, 
And paints her eyes to make them 


big, 
For Right she doesn’t care a fig ; 
You think hecause in dancer's tread, 
She flings her leg above her head, 
see Shane within her heart is 
ead! 


But see her when from work she’s 


free— 

A lady of the first degree 

Cone not be more discreet than 
she. 


She's nursed me throuzh a fever's 


eat, 

She's decked the room with flowers 
sweet, 

And brought me dainty things to 
eat ; 

And while I lay in wild unrest 

With burnivg brain and heaving 
chest, 

She starved that | might have the 
best. 


Through all her troubles, and my pain, 
I never heard her ouce complain— 
And now, thank God! Vim well agai 


Against all other stars that shine, 
rh back that pretty star of minc— 
My little wife—my columbine. 
Her CLowy, 
a 


GShristmas YXTiits. 
CHRISTMAS WEIGHTS.—Tons of plums, candicd peel and currants 


CHRISTMAS WalTs,—The wait at the dinner table for the un- 
unctual man.—The wait for an answer to the Christmas billL— 
you lent ALLY last year—The wait for 
€ <~arsion train at Mugby Junction. 


aly tg 


——$_____. 
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ALLY SLOPERRS CHRISFMAS HOLIDAYS, 7 
Saas eee 
Eittract from the KHiary of a MRatter-of- 


fact Gentleman. 


CVery much from his nen petit f view) 

Tu slay, Deeombor 24th, ISSM—Dese! der 

com: round again, to be sure! What a gh 
bit like the real o'd fashioned thing of sears ago; nothing but an 
enforced suspension of business for three days, and an excuse for 
all Kinds of cadgers to levy blackmail on one, Look at this card 
some idiot’s sent me. A lot of obtrusively healthy, red-faced brats, 
crushing round a silver-haired old fossil, with a pocketful of im- 
ported six penny workboxes. He is giving one toa sturdy little hussy, 
who is quite big enough now to look after the baby that in another 
minute—if it doesn't get off that ridiculous plush footstool—will 
be in the tire; bah! And just look at the inscription on the lid 
of it; ‘pon iny soul, that's the only genuine matter-of-fact thing 
about It, “A present from Mu wunypton: manufactured in Ger- 
many.” I absolutely hate Christmas cards, Only fit for a parcel 
of ered girls of seventeen, or light headed widows of forty. 
Oh, lor! aud this one's got poetry on it :— 
The air is full of sounds of bells, 
And hearts of men are all aglow: 
The evening falls on hills and dells, 
And greetings come and sreetings go, 
Fiddlesiicks ! Nowif it had only been :— 
The air is full of draughts and chills, 
Rheumatic gout has claimed my toe, 
Kindly hand me my Beecham's Pills 
Before I'm seized with vertigo, 
I venture to think it would have been nearer the mark, Oh, well, 

Suppose we all have to put up with something at this time of 

year, Mary, light the fire in my bedroom, and mind you take an 
extra Jug of water up, and put it down by the window—those 
asinine “waits Il be round, £ feel certain, Just as I’m beginning 
to doze olf, 
— Weducsday, December 25th.—Wonder what sort of a morning it 
is?) Better cet up and look, Ah, this is all right, Fog and rain: 
excellent! Make it good for the cabmen: an additional chance 
for them to overcharge the harebrained lunatics who wi// xo out 
to parties aud stop half the nisht, I loathe family parties, 
“family” always predominates 
80. Grandma, in a lace cap only 
fit for a bonne, covered in violet 
ribbons ; grandpa, singing some 
wretchedly feeble old comic 
Bung of sixty years ago, to the 
sycophantic applause of hanger- 
ou nephews, 4 wish to goud- 
Ness he'd peg out and leave 
them his stuf¥; milk-and- 
Watery,  something-in-the-city, 
sun of the house, who insists 
when singing “Killaloe” with, 
what he thinks (poor fool !), 
inimitable“ hurruo” accom: 
Paniment; the poor relations 
who greedily devour whatever 
is given them, and who (must) 
spend & most miserably depen- 
dent evening, forcing inordinate 
laughter whenever any member 
of the family makes himself a 
bigzer ass than ordinary, The 
irritatingly — preescious” small 
boy, who recites “Told to the "—er—sumething or other; and the 
; equally aggressive female child—“ only eleven years old last month, 
I assure you,"—who thumps out “Silvery Waves,” with most tor- 
tuous variations. And then the getting home—ou, the getting 
home! None of it for me to-day, thank you. I shall just go and 
dine at the club—I know they hate to see members ou Chirstmas- 
day—and spend the day over the coffee room tire, 

Thursday, December 26th.—Boxing-day, A fine neuralzie, nip- 
ding, windy morning, Think it sensible plan adopted pap tags 6 
eel as right as a trivet; but, my eye! what a morning for the 
drivelling dyspeptics who “ kept” the day yesterday, Fancy some 
of the poor deluded creatures who, at their beastly “ family ” af- 
fairs, took a little too much of the fine old crusted tea-grocer’s wines 
and spirits! Leaves a taste in the mouth as though you'd been 
sucking pennies all night, ugh! Shall go out of town for the day - 
leave word for the postmen, the scavenger, the turncock, and co., 
cum multis ali, that I've gone to the Paris Exhibition, Meanwhile 
—for I detest pantomimes, with their same old red-hot pokers, 
same old feeble puns, and stale wheezes—I think I may do worse 

than a flask of sherry and curagoa, and—Kempton Park, Merry 
old Christmas ?—Merry old tiddlesticks ! 


Fhe GMRoan of the Mistletoe Bong. 
AIR.—The Usual, 


TIME was when I hung on some old oak wall, 
And thingamyjigged iu the Castle Hall ; 
But now, here T am on the SLOPER lay, 
To aid in his Christmas Holiday, 
I don't mind him, but the rest [ refuse, 
For I'm rather sick uf the Yuletide muse ; 
7 don't get much from this annual spree, 
They all ouly make a convenience of me, 
And so the Old Mistletoe Bough-ow-ow, 
Has a good mind to kick up a row, 


tr! here's Christmas 
Uy nuisince! Nota 


Only once A ded am I trotted out, 

Then ou walls and ceilings I'm dodged about ; 

My pale little berries are put to shame 

By the flaunting holly that’s all aflame, 

But, worse than all of my lot is this, 

Right under my nose lovers come and kiss ; 

Yes, under my bough they get all the fun, 

But I (their convenience) of course, ret none, 
Which is not the right way, you'll allow-ow-ow, 
To serve the poor Mistletoe Bough, 


———++——_— 


FHommy'’s Gerry GX bristmas. 


ITis Christmas morning when Master Tommy ascends to the 
drawing room with an air of innocence anda bent pin, and kindly 
and care‘ully gets a chair ready for young Mr. Washington Wipe- 
dunks, who is one day (su sister Clara says) going to be Tommy's 
new brother. And it is Christimas-d: Iso, when Tommy's papa, 
who was not noticeable at first, trait & the Virginia creeper in the 
conservatory, descends upon Thomas Secundus. and bears him in 
haste and with wrath to the Inmmber room on the upper tloor, It is 
still Christmas, in the evening, wheu the blinds have been drawn, 
and the fire built up, and merry eames are played and the family 
and their friends for the most part abound in cheer and joviality, 
And they sit around and sing and langh—all but Tommy, And 
Tommy stands sadly by and ruminates upon the fact that there is 
hot one grain of comfort for him in the softest kiud of upholstery, 


—-—+4—__ __ 


FA SHFubstantial WEoast. 


“AND now, Mr. SLoPER,” remarked the beaming hostess, when 
the crumbs had been brushed np and the dessert plate trotted out, 
“now we should like a littl: toast.” 

“My dear madam, and so should Er plied the F,O.M., warmly, 
“a little toast with 2 couple of Lloater’s roes on it!” 

And a very sensible sort of toast, tov, 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISFMAS HOLIDAYS, (Christmas, 1889, 


i 
Hunting | GreyGoose. 
—_—_— 
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CHRISTMAS FESTIVITIES A. THE SLOPERIES. 


Mrs. Sloper and the deputy-sub-assistant-editor lead 
off for Sir Roger de Coverley. 


Hallo here! a oe a - ice a Set ee Lit a ell Retr bes hve yet ‘eo oa es: 
opel but 1t ts the human throat that ‘will ub wit’ the Role shoolm’ iron ? Turning the fates lhe ast of lRe Cold Guccan ers 


THE BONE BONED: A Christmas Tragedy, In Sx Acts. 
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BSF es ; It ts said you may lead a horse to the water and yet not 
ie é \ THE FINAL REHEARSAL. bir etal ‘his pore — the Lor ped 
} pf sf i rough for the last time. lepict a horse that would resist the power of ¢ ton 
Pare Wty 4 Mieea* j ry en | Putting her th pee sete [ gunto remove him from the position he bas taken up. 
—_—_———— Se a LL Ee 
_ ———— 


oe 4 KNOTTY POINT. 
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3 So 
- Zh AS 
3 
wae cats paw, exit bone, | 
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Taura.—Charlie, poor sariiey, tied his handkerchief full of knots while he was rsking me to be his wife. 
Nelite.—1 bave »'=acg noticed that pecullarity about bis proposing. All the rest of tue girls nuve nouiced it (00. 
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PAS DE TROIS. 


Composed expressly for TOOTSIE SLOPER, TOTTIE GOODENOUGH, and LARDI LONGSOX, 


BY 


MEYER LUTZ, Gaiety Theatre, London. 


(ENT. STA. HALL.) 


Moderato. 


GRATIS PLATE. 
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McNAB. IKY MOSEs. COUSIN EVELINA. 
MRS. SLOPER. TOTTIE GOODENOUGH. 
HON. BILLY. A. SLOPER, Esq., M.F.K.O.M.LE. 
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TOOTSIE SLOPER. LORD BOB. NELLIE HIKIKS. UNCLE BOFFIN. BOULANGER. LARDI LONGSOX. 
McGOOSELEY. DOOK SNOOK. ALEXANDRY. JUBILEE. AUNT GEESER. 
_ Esq., M.F.K.O.M.LE. SNATCHER. GINETTA. TODDLES. BILL HIGGINS. 


APA’S CHRISTMAS TREE. 


. nent net IT 


PAS DE TROIS. 
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BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 
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OUR MODERN CLOWN. ja 
Manager. You want to go on the stage, eh ? What's ¢ 
f your profession ? ~ 
Muggs. Funeral mute, i 
Manager. Ah! the very thing; our clown's bot 2 
dead.and you are the right man to fill his place. 1 t 
to-morrow for first rehearsal, p 
—_— —— j 
( wa | 
NO WONDER! es 
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Down ‘89 and meet thy fate! “ Pas de Trois,” danced by Tootsie Sloper, Tottle Goodenough and Lardi Longsox tn the grand Christmas Pantomt{me of “ Old Mother McD _ ; 
Jown "89 30% t jougall,” and encored rapturous! * 
EY p. Lend bai Jigsh in ven auhnaes, every night. Bob, Snook and Billy have taken stalls for the entire run, so, as Mr. Mc(Gooseley says, “ Thash. all right.” Good old Meyer Lutz, for composing this fon cd * 
' And hope thy face will banish sadness, created F.O.S., and received a special invitation from the Eminent to partake of the turkey and sausages at Miltew Court on Christmas Day, Great Scott! What honours " ft ao 
: “VERY MUCH FOGGED.” JEST so! [ar 
rend, ron — , f Pie, 
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She, Methinks thon art a fool, Osenr, 


1, LITTLE LARKINS-has unfortunately lost his 2. O'ercome with gricf,and sympathetic by nature, 3, When ho reaches his own house, Mrs. 1. wants to know what | d/e. Not se, Wert thon of mine own sex f should say 
wife in the fog, and wanders about disconsolutety (?) lest this little dear should get lust too, Larkins he means by ft. “Got lost in the fog, my dear,” set! Larkins; ; that I, being a man of great retlection, am more likely # 
trying to find her. escorts ner howe. “that’s all.” pies 
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Abe Wlurken and the SFarl in. 
A ROMANCE OF THE COUNTRY. 
SCENE I, 

SHE was the daughter of a farmer. You could tell that at a 
glance, especially if your glance happened to fall upon her at 
feeding-time, ; 

I was engased to her, and we were to be married when the excite- 
ment of Christmas was over. 

And we used to pray fervently that the excitement of Christmas 
might look sharp ‘oat getting over, 

It wanted—and by “it,” | mean something which has never yet 
been properly detined—it wanted two days to Christinas Day, That 
is to say, Christmas Day wanted—no, that won't do, 
shall I express it?) Ah, 1l know! It was the 23rd of December. 
There! 

We stood at the door—the front door, We kissed. We kissed 
because | was leaving, and should not see her agaia until Christmas 
Day. 

We parted. 

And as we did so, she fished a little packet from her pocket, 
placed it into my hands, and said, coquettishly, * Here's a Christmas 
present for you, dearest ; but, whithersoever your watch goeth, you 
needn't let this go.” 

I thanked her, kissed her, and promised faithfully to keep her 
gift (a scarf-pin) this side of the spout, 

We pirted really this time, 

To reach mv house, | had to pass through my future father-in- 
law's farmyard, 

The night was very dark, 

1 colliled with something large, soft and feathery. A 

The something large, soft and feathery was a turkey, I had dis- 
turbed its slumbers, and now it was intent upon disturbing me. 

We closed. We fouzht—fought long and furiously. The turkey 
was first to give in, owing, I fancy, to acute congestion of the neck, 
which, in my agitation, | must have been grasping tightly with 
both hands. 

Re-arranging my clothes, which were tumbled and torn with the 
fray (there was very much fray about the seat of my—here I 
pause), and mopping up the blood from my nose, which had been 
almost pecked out of its original form, | started for home. 

Home | got—but without the scarf-pin! 


SCENE II. 

CHRISTMAS DAY. I stand at the door of the parental abode. 

I quake with suspense. I have not found that scarf-pin. 

What shall [ do?) What shall I say? But, above all, what will 
she do! What will she say? 

The door opens, She opens it! She wishes I may have a Merry 
Christmas, | sport a tlabby smile, hoping sincerely the while that 
I may. 

We go into the drawing room. We stand face to face (a favourite 
position of ours) before the tireplace. 

She pats me softly on the chest, and says, “ Whata nice new 
coat!” She gazes at my waistcoat. “You've got your watch and 
chain out, I see.” Then she looks a little lower, and exclaims, 
“They are a pretty pattern!" 

1 smile on, 

She looks up, and her eyes encounter the region of my neck. 

“You might have worn the scarf-pin to-day,” she mutters, turn- 
ing a little red, and biting the left side of her under lip, to the utter 
distigurement of her right. 

It’s come! 

“ My darling,” I stammer, confusedly—for I know she will not 
believe a word of my story, having found me out before now in 
such shocking ones—* my darling, the night before last, as | was 
larg through your father's farmyard, a great big turkey ——” 

- Haye you got the ticket with you?” she interrupts, scornfully. 

“Don't ‘my’ me!” she shrieks loudly, for she has now worked 
herself up into an alarming state of hysteria; “1 have done with 
you for ever, Don't” (marches up to door) “my” (opens it) “me!” 
(bangs it behind her), 

Lam alone. Shall | gohome? No; I've been asked to dinner— 
I've accepted the invitation, and I'll carry out the programme, or 
perish in the attempt. 

The gong sounds, I saunter into the dining room, and take my 

lace at the table—or some one else's place, rather—epposite my 

arling one, whose immediate vicinity has been taken up by that 
fool of a parson and that hopeless idiot of a Cockney cousin, 

Soup disappears, Fish comes and goes, Then the turkey is 
introduced. 

The knives and forks clatter—es 
keep slipping away from the round 
on the edges of the plates, 

All at once there is a violent choking. Every eye is turned on 
the Cockney cousin, who is blue in the face, 

He rises from the table, staggers in the direction of the door, and 
falls, kicking, on the mat. 

The parson prays eagerly, the future father-in-law swears horribly, 
the children giggle audibly, the ladies (including her) faiut simul- 
taneously, and 1—I caper joyfully around the room, for in his 
determination to get the better of his choke, the Cockuey cousin has 
cvaghed upa scarf-pin—the scarf-pin ! 

urerka! 


ially the latter, which will 
nes, and banging themselves 


Scene UI. 

THE excitement of Christmas is over, Tinkle-tinkle-tinkle onthe 
part of the village church—Wedding March—new dresses—new 
everything—heaps of friends—carriages running to and fro bet ween 
the church and the parental abode—cake—kisses—tears—" Good- 
bye for the present "—* Hope you'll enjoy yourselves "—slippers— 
rice—in short, you know! 
on ope you may never know what it is to wish you 

idn’t, 


———— 


TQo FAlccounting for Waste. 


ti Half-pay Indian officcr (reflectirely). Yes, Vve seen a man-eating 
iger-— 

Mr, Washington D. Bugg (from the United States), Wal, 1 
never! Youdon't say so! [ gness he must have eaten rank and 
use HES but thar, it’s a sure thing that there ain't no accounting 

‘or taste. 


—+9-——____. 


“ERZ bat Sloper Gang 


ONE CHRISTMAS NIGHT, IN HIS ENGAGED DAYs, TO Mrs. §., 
WHO, ENRAGED AT THE EMINENT'S UNMISTAKABLY FAST 
MANCEUVRES IN CONNECTION WITH THE GENERAL (THERE- 
FORE NOT PARTICULAR) SERVANT, THREATENED “TO BREAK 
1T OFF.” 

KEEP all my gifts—keep eversthing,— 
The bustle, boas, and bonnet ; 

But give, oh, give me back the ring— 
I might get something on it! 


aster Alanner’s bristmas E3ores, 


THE box with the butcher's boy.—The box on the ears Aunt 
Jemima gave him for tighting—The box Uncle Jack stood for 
Drury Lane pantomime,—The box of the four-wheeler he rode 
home on.—The jolly box he took back to school, packed by Aunt 
Jemima, who isn't such a bad sort after all, 


How, then, | 


Wey GRuh Fn Bor. 
A FARCE PERFORMED ON EIFFEL, 1ER ETAGE. 
—>e— 
DRAMATIS PERSON... 


Joshua Jcllibagqe, of the Ball's Pond Read; Le Comte de La- 
Sargue, on Joshua's track; Gouchard, on the track of M. le 
Comte; Lom Tripper, a temporarily blighted being ; Mrs. 


Sellibuggqe, Joshua's better three-quarters; Julia, the Belle uf 


Ball's Pond Road, 
Scexe.—THE EIFFEL TOWER, 1ER ETAGE. 


Visitors, Waiters, ete., discovered, Enter from the stairway 
Joshua and Mrs, Jellibagge, Le Comte de Lafargue, anc 
Julia, 


Mrs. J. Oh, dear! oh, dear! what a lot o’ steps! Lemme 

‘ set down an’ get my breath 

before I can sp-ak! 

JosHUA. There's voerror, Mr. Awful- 

stower is a marvel; it's 

stopped my missis from 
talking. 

Julia, dear, give me the 

reticule, 1 want ny wine- 
rette, 

Tain't in the reticule. The 

“Unsweetened” I've got 

in my pocket. 

Mrs. J. How vulgaryouare, Joshua 
—and the Count close be- 
hind us! Joshua, have you 
observed the Count? 

JosHva, Yes, 1 took stock of him 
Jast night at the table- 
d@'héte. He had three 
helps of all the six 
courses. Three time six 
is eighteen Now, as a 
heating ‘ouse keeper my- 
self— 

Mrs. J. Joshua, you need not ad- 
vertise your business, 

JosHvUA. What! Me not adwertise? 
Ishould like toknow where 
you and me'ud ‘a’ been if | 
‘adn't adwertised—sendin’ 

out circulars, giving away sandwiches—I mean 
sandwiches giving away circulars—“Jellibagge’s cut 
off the joint, and two weges, for ninepence”? ’ 

. T mean, don't you think the Count is smitten by Julia? 

. Can'tsay. I know I was smitten once by vou, my dear, 

. Oh, Joshua! that was in the Spring of our lives! 

. 1 don’t know what time o' year it was, but I know you 

sprung a buinp on my head, as big as one of my 
hard-boiled eggs, when you smote me ! 


Mrs. J. Horrid creature! Now the Couut is the reverse of 
you—he's so distangy, — 
JosHvA. Yes, I’ve had to pay his shot as 7 z 


Watters, Visitors, Gendarmes, 


Mrs, J. 


JOSHUA. 


well as my own all day. He , 
said it fatigued him to carry ‘ 
mouey about. f 

Mrs. J. There's tone for you! Joshua, 
if we Vea our cards correctly 
Ball’s Pond Road may be turned 
sage green with envy to see our 
daughter drive away from our 
door a real Countess ! 

JosHvA. Yes, but ‘ow about Tom Tripper ? 
He's as good as engaged to 

Mrs. J. Joshua, would you leta 
Tripper stand between 
your child and a coro- 
net? Perish the 
thought! 

JOSHUA. All right, my dear. 

Mrs. J. Julia, my dearest, come 
here. Oh, Mossoo le 
Conk, how I do envy 

ou your beautiful 

Paris! So distangy ! 
We shall be delighted 
to see you if you are 
ever in London. ; 

Le ComTE. Ah, yes! Ven I am 4@ 

Londres I vill call on 

you. You live zare? 

Not in London—in the 

suburbs, It’s more dis- 

tangy, you know, 

LE ComrTE. A ze environs /—in Belgrave? 

Mrs, J. No, not exactly Belgravia. 
We live in Ball’s Pond Road, 
Jurta, Yes, pa’s on the vestry. 

Le Comte, Ah mi! I have heard of Ball's Pond—also his road— 
also of Jellibagge. Ze vorld has heard of Jellibagge, 
and, ven he espiks, France listens. She knows it is 
destiny. You are Fable ian, M'sieu Jellibagge. 

JosHva. Well, | confess I likea gin an’ Angostura when the 
‘ouses opens on a Sunday, and I dovs my “three” of 
Scotch cold reg’ler every night at our debatin’ forum. 
(Zo Mrs. J.) 


er, 


Mrs, J. 


Not quite so far wste. 


ly dear, you're right for once. This 
chap’s_ a decent sorter feller 
for a Frenchy. 

(Enter Tom TRIpPER and GOUCHARD. 

Tom, Well, it’s a tine tower, but: what 
ood is it, | should like to 

now? 

GoUCHARD Well, you'll admit 
iv’s given a good many people 
a lift in the world, at any 
rate. 

Tom (.1side), Ha, ha! Good! I 
wonder if by any chance I shall 
come across. the Jellibagges 
here! It’s like looking for a 
needle in abottle of hay. But ! 
shall get the needle if [don't tind 
them. What! Why, there they 
are, before my very eyes, at that 
table over there! “And eshe— 
Julia is talking to a hideous 
Frenchy, who is holding her 
hand. Oh, woman, woman ! 
JOSHUA.’Ere, | say, I'm getting peckish. 

: Garsong! '¥-ve, Julia, you speak 
French. Order me some poached 
egee. 

JOLIA, Yes, pa. Warsong, here! Apport- 
ez bring, you know, .W'siew some 
dis aufs coléc, poachév, dou't 
you know, 

Warrer. (hus? 
JosHuUA, Oof? Tell him to bring the heggs. and then he'll get 
the oof. They seem to understand oof everywhere, 
JULIA, Oh, nav! there’s Tom Tripper! 
Mrs. J. oh kaw aggerawatin’! Don't take any notice of him, 
ulia, 
JULIA, Oh, ma! I must recognize him ; he's such a nice, good 
fellow, and he’s very fund of me, 


Mrs, J. Julia, dou't you see you've gota coronet in your grasp, 
and if Tom Tripper comes on the scene he'll epoi! al 3 
Tom's ouly a banker's clerk, and here you have a real 
live conk—so distangy ! 

Jui1a, But, ma, I like Tom better, 

LE Comte, Madame Jellibagge, it is time to make a clean chest, 
as you say of all—your charming daughter—almost as 
charming as yourself. She have made ine upon ze 
heart ze impression deep, decided aud lastiu, 

Mrs, J. ‘Ow distangy he is, to be sure! Well, though I ses it 
as oughtn't, as the sayin’ is, my daughter isa nice gal, 
Now, if you take a wife, 1 suppose you'll be able to 
keep her? 

LE ComTE, Vat you mean? I vill let no von run avay vit her, 

JosHUA. No; my missis means, can you, by honest work, earn 
enough to support her? 

LE ComTE, Sure, I am of ze ancien régime, ze vieur noblesse, 1 
vould have you know zat neizzare I vor my illustrious 
ancestors have ever stooped to do ze houest day's 
work in our lives. 

Mrs. J. ’Ow distangy! Joshua, keep tag fingers out of the 
pie. I'm sure, Mossoo le Couk, if you speakto Julia, 
she will listen favourably to what you have to say, 
(Aside to Julia.) Now, my dear, remember you have 
the chance to dazzle and bewilder Ball's Pond Road 
with a coronet, 

JULIA, But I'd rather live in a thirty pound a year villa with 
Tom Tripper. 

Mrs, J. “The cic is cast,” asthe poet says. Come, Joshua, let's 

take a turn up the lift, aud leave Julia for a moment. 

Tom. Aha! they are leaving Julia and that black muzzled 
beast alone. I see the old woman's game. Oh, if 1 
could spoil it! 

GoUCHARD, What ails vou? Aren't you well? 

To (laughing wildly). Well?—yes,I am well—as well as the Spartan 
boy who hid from the School Board Inspector the 
wolf that fed on his vitals, Look! Behold that girl 
in the garb of maiden innocence! Three months 
ago she promised to be my bride, acd now she is spoon- 
ing with that odious wretch with the =e imperial. 

GoOUCHARD. I haven't been noticivg her, but I've ad my eye on 
him. (Advancing to apposite table.) Jean Lafargue, 
or whatever other alias you are now working under, 
you will have the goodness to restore to this gentle, 
man the gold watch of which you have relieved him, 

JosHUA, Oh, lor! My ‘unter! Fetch a copper! 

LAFARGUE, Gouchard! Diantre! 

GoUCHARD. To Madame ak pede sabe 

Mrs, J. Oh, gracious! y pocket’s picked! An’ I thought 
he was so distangy ! 

GOUCHARD. And to this gentleman the lady of his heart. (Ze Zom 
Tripper.) Take her, mon ami, This will be a lesson 
to Madame. 

JULIA. Oh, Tom! I didn’t care twopence for him, and I told 
him so. It was all ma! 

JosHvua. Yes, your mother’s a bit too sweet on the distangy. 
Give me a honest ‘eart. The man as gives me nine- 

-uce, I gives him a cut orf the joint and two weges ! 
That's my principle all the world over! 


GoucuArD. As for you, Lafargue, you come with me. No resist- 
ance—I have twenty men within call, Alluns! 
LAFARGUE. Encore les trarausr forces, 
(Curtain, 


-_—_++——_—— 


Teaura GSushinaton’s Ey hristmas Gonsin. 


Lavra had only met Harry Laurence at Mrs. Mayflower’s 
Christnias party, but when cruel Fate necessitated her returning to 
Miss Tabitha’s Establishment for Young Ladies, at the conclusion 
of the holidays, they were very much in love with one another. 

Harry was a handsome young rascal, full of euterprise and pluck ; 
and Laura had not been a fortnight back at school before the 
following note was smuggled into her hand by the boy who cleaned 
the boots : 

“My ever darling Laura.” 

(A page of the usual kind of stuff.) 

“T cannot exist without seeing you again, so I intend to call for 

you on Saturday afternoon, and take you out for a drive.” 
(Two more pages uf the usual kind of stuff.) 

“T shall tell Miss Tabitha that I am your cousin, and ask her 
permission to take 77 to spend the afternoon with my father, so 
you will understand if she says anything about it. 

“And now, my own darling Laura, Believe me to remain, Ever 
your own loving HARRY.” 

(Margins and corners filled up with asterisks to represent kisses.) 

Saturday arrived, and shortly after dinver a well appointed 
phaeton drew up iu front of the school, and Harry was shown 
into the parlour to see Miss Tabitha, 

“ Her uncle,” repeated that lady, tixing her cold grey eyes upon 
Harry when he’ made his request ; “how stravge that Twas not 
aware that Laura had an uncle residing in the neighbourhood.” 

“We have not been here very long, Miss Tabitha.” replied the 
young man, “In fact we've only taken the place for,” he hesitated 
a monent—* the rest of the hunting season.’ 

“Ah, just so,” observed Miss Tabitha, rising ; “if you will excuse 
me, Mr. Laurence, | will instruct Laura to put on her things.” 

Quivering with delight, Laura quickly attired herself and made 
her way down to the reception room, which Miss Tabitha, also 
wearing her bonnet and cloak, entered at the same time as herself. 

“By-the-by, Mr, Laurence,” she observed, “in what direction 
your father reside?” 

* Oh, our house is about—er—er six miles on the Wolverton Road,” 
replied Harry, 

“How fortunate!” exclaimed Miss Tabitha, “1 am desirous of 
visiting a friend who lives aout four miles on the Wolverton road, 
and if you would kindly drop me _there‘as you pass, | should feel 
greatly obliged, and you might call for me on your return.” 

The young rogues’ faces dropped, but there was no help for it, 
so Hurry expressed the p!rnsure it would afford him to drive Miss 
Tabitha where she wanted to go, 

They started. 

Mile after mile sped by, but Miss Tabitha said never a word, she 
reclined back in the carriage, taking inall the beauties of the winter 
scenery, and such scraps of conversation as Harry could manu- 
facture for her edification. 

At length Harry ventured to inquire respecting the whereabouts 
of the friend's residence, 

“To tell you the truth,” replied Miss Tabitha, “I’m afraid we 
must have passed it on the road, but we will not go back, Now 
that we have come so far I will go on with you and call upon your 
father, Mr, Laurence. 

Here was Old Nick to pay, and as Harry bit his lip, and whipt 
up the horse, hope went down to zero, 

Ano ‘her mile or two passed away, and the chimneys of Wolverton 
appeared in the distance, \ 

“ How much further is it to your father’s house, Mr, Laurence?” 
inquired Miss Tabitha. 

“Well, really, | have been so engaged in looking out fur your 
friend’s residence, that I am afraid 1 must have missed my way," 
replied Harry. 

“Really! What a pity!” observed Miss Tabitha. “ However, a3 
the evening is begiuning to draw, perhaps it will be better if wo 
return now, and postpone our visit to another occasion.” 

_ Miss Tabitha did not catch the observation that escaped Harry’e 
lips as he turned-the horse's head, and perhaps it was as well she 
did not. The return journey was quickly accomplished, and when 
Miss Tabitha shook hands with the young charioteer, she said, “I 
have enjoyed the drive extremely, Mr. Laurence, and when you 
have succeeded in finding the way to your father’s house, I 
be delizhted if you will call and take us out again !” 
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Christmas, 1889.] 


Sloper’s Elbristmas Wresent, 


IT was a miserable Christmas Eve, raining, snowing, hailing, 
freezing and thawing all by turns, and to the accompaniment of 
a biting easterly wind, ALLY SLOPER was looking out of the 
window, aud for want of more interesting occupation was drum- 
ming on the glass with his tingers as he again tried to solve the 
problem how to procure a Christmas dinner by meaus of a very 
uusatisfactory crossed cheque, 

Suddenly he ceased his mechanical occupation, and his attention 
became riveted upon & woman who was just then standicg ou the 
pavement on the other side of the street. 

She was a middie-aged woman, comfortably attired, and wag 
carrying iu her arms a most peculiarly shaped brown paper parcel. 

Jn truth it was the manner in which she was carrying this parcel 
that first atiracted the Eminent’s attention, for she held it AG all 
the world as though it was a baby. 

Now, os all our readers must be aware, SLOPER is of the most 
guileless and unsuspicious character imaginable, but the peculiarity 
we have mentioned not unnaturally brought to his alae a circum: 
stance that had occurred close by only the week previously. 

On returuving from his parochial duties the High Church Curate 
discovered a hamper on his doorstep, which was directed in a plain 
aud legible hand to him. 

With watering mouth and thankful heart the worthy man 
assisted his landlady to open the basket, when, lo and behold, they 
discovered a tine live baby ! 

Possibly, the dear old man’s conscience was not eversthing that 
could be desired, at all events, he murmured as he kept his cagle 
eye fixed upon the mysterious woman, “ Nou babies for me, thank 
you! I'm not having any in mine.” 

Just then she crossed the rvad rapidly, and was making for the 
frout door of Mildew Hall, when she caught sight of the Grand 
O'd Man at the window. 

Turning aside, she walked past, but still clasping the strange 
looking parcel to her breast. 

Again and again she epproeched the house, but each time she 
beheld the stern visage of the Eminent at the wiudow, and passed 
by as before. 

The snow began to fall more thickly,and fora short time SLOPER 
lost sight of the woman with her strange burden. 

Just as he was congratulated himself that probably the weather 
would drive her away, the voice of his better half was heard from 
the depths of the kitchen—* Here, ALLY, I wants yer.” 

Like a dutiful husband he obeyed the summons, and on arriving 
down stairs Mrs. Sloper handed him half-a-crown, saying— 

“Here you are Ally! [ sent my best black silk dress, as well as 
your dress clothes, but that’s all he'd lend on 'em; he said they 
wasu't worth taking in at all, aud if it wasn’t such good customers 
as we are, he wouldn't have ’em at all. So now you must go out 
and do the best you can with it for to-morrer.” 

Mentally reckoning how he could have aquartern of “ Unsweet- 
ened "out of the silver cuin he held in his hand, Ally put on his hat, 
and, with his faithful umbrella, he opened the door to issue forth. 

It was with difficulty he stitled a scream, for the first step he 
took his foot was planted on the brown paper parcel ! 

He recognized it again ina moment, and ét had felt soft and 


yielding under his foot, hee as he could imagine a baby, put to 
sleep with some poweriul narcotic, would feel. 
For a moment he stood paralyzed with horror, and then, to his 
relief, a constable made his appearance through the snow, 
“Here, Policeman,” ie called out, “look what I have found on 
my doorstep! I-I-l don’t know what it is, aud I dou’t like the 
look of it at all. 1 wish you would take it away.” 
“JT don’t know as how it’s any business of mine,” observed the 
constable, dubiously, 1s he cautiously felt the parcel, ‘besides, 
where can I take it to?” 
It was like having a double tooth out, but there was no help for 
era the poor old man slipped the hali-crown into the policemau’s 
nd. 
“T don’t care where you take it,” he replied. “Take it to the 
lice station, aud make it a present to the inspector on duty. 
e! he! he!” 
“Very well, sir,” answered the constable, as he pocketed the 
money, “I'll tell him as how it’s a Christmas box for him. Goor 
night, sir!” and, carrying it loosely by the string that cuveloped 
it, the policeman bore the mysterious parcel away. 
Heaving a sigh of relief, that poor aged man once more descended 
to the wife of his bosom, to inform her that he had dropped the 
half-crown, aud it had rulled down a gully hele. 
First af all smelling his breath, to make sure that the money had 
not been expended—as had, alas! too often happened before—on 
alcoholic refreshment, that excellent woman set to work to collect 
another bundle, upon which could be raised the wherewithal neces- 
sary for the purchase of a Christmas dinuer. 


* * » * » * 
It was Boxing Day, and when the Eminent opened the door in 
response to a double knock, he beheld a comfortable looking man 
in the uniform of a police inspector, 
“Good morning, Mr. SLOPER!" said he. “I've called to thank 
ou for the goose you sent me on Christmas Eve. It was the most 
beautifullest goose I've ever fr my teeth into, and eat likea bit of 
Tre Compliments of the Season, sir, and thank you again 


—+- 


Abe Giddy Wallerina. 


(7+ her Mother.) 


MOTHER, dear, sure 
you've forgotten, this 
you know is Boxing 

ny, 

In another twenty 
minutes | shall have 
to run away ; 

What with talking— 
I'd forgotten—never 
thought to watch the 
clock ; 

If 1'in latea whole half- 
dollar off my “treas- 
ury ” they'll knock. 

Hand me out the 
“Life’s Elixir."— 
lawks! there’s hardly 
left a drain !— 

But I'm bound in truth 
to add, it makes me 
feel quite young 
again, 

How Ilongtowatch the 
Johnnies” as they 
sit and 
ine— 

By-the-by, I'm out of grease, paint, carmine, mother, number three, 

Dear young, sweet young Viscount Bunghole—oh, | know he's 

fairly mashed, : 

Mother, where's my salts of lemon ?—you never mean to say you've 

smashed 

The bottle?) Well, I never !—and I'm surely turning grey— 

Send the slavey for sixpenu'orth, What on carth would Bungy 

say? P ‘ 

How the wrinkles come—and crow’s feet? Yet, by mother's Bible 


gaze at 


page 
Tm not fifty till next April. Mother, do T 7ook my age! 
Ballet life's invi-rorating—'specially in the front row— 
But for ballet, Vd been buried very, very long ago, | 
Olive oil! goo !-bye, dear mother, | must get my ileshings on, 
Takes time, too: the slightest wrinkle’s spotted by the haughty Con, 
Think of m- in twenty minutes as beneath the “lime” | whirl, 
Feeling, mother, as 1 do, a giddy, gushing ballet-girl ! 


. 
~~. 


TLE LEI IO  T N 
or ~ ee a-¥ tat Rog 3 


FEpilanthropy, Flease Eopn. 


I'vE a story here to tel! you of a nature somewhat gloomy 
For the season now prevailing, when the earth is holly-clad ; 

- But it's 
trueand it 
is human, 
and the 
piges here 
areroomy, 

So 111 
mike no 
more e@x- 
cuses for 
the story 

being 
aul, 


Inanat- 
tic in 
an alley, 
near a 
certain 
ane 
‘ called 
Drury. 
Once there lived two little children—one a girl and one a boy ; 
ey were nearly always hungry, and their mother’s drunken fury 
Added nothing to their lives that one could safely call a joy. 


Time proceeded very roughly with these children of the city, 

For no toys, no books, no pictures ever came within their reach ; 
While the only things they had a ciance of learning—more’s the 
pity !— 

Were the sentiments improper of their tipsy parent's speech. 


— ane Bow to “ Merry Christmas” (?) when these infants in their 
ove 

Sit and shiver on the floor, without a crust of bread to eat. 
(Why, a piece of beef, good gracious ! would to them be something 
novel, 

And a slice of Christ mas pu'ing—well, a great and heav'nly 
treat!) 


Come ~ now to “Happy Yule-ti ‘c,” with its brightness for the 
“classes,” 

And its dimness for the “ masses,” who inhabit London slums, 
Who can wonder at the latter for rejoicing when it passes ? 

(Who can wonder at their cursing 
and their swearing when it 
comes /) 


Well, to go on with our story : when 
this Christmas-time so merry 
Overtook these beggar-babies in 
their garret near the sky 

They were nearly dazed with hunger, 
and their little arms looked very 
Like the bones left on the dinner- 
plates of well-fed you and I. 


They were dazed and they were 

frozeu with the hunger und the 

chillness, 

So, descending, hand in hand, 

the “jerry-building’s” rotteu 
stairs, 

Soon they left behind their wretched 

barn of emptivess aud still- 

ness, 

And went forth into the busy streets, 

aglow with Christmas wares. 


On and on they laboured slowly 
throughthe atmosphere unwhole- 
sone— 

Through the pushing and the 
crushing of a rough and busy 
throng— 

Till they saw upon a coffce-stall a 
plate of cake, and stole some, 
Little thinking that by stealing they were doing tery wrong! 


» * * * * * 


Twenty years ago that happened : twenty years ago they started 
On their downward road to ruin and the cruel city’s curse ! 
Twenty years ago these children from their honest thoughts 
departed, 
And the boy is now a common thief; the girl—well, something 
worse ! 

ee ey 


Sloper on the Fob 


TRIP it, ALLY, heel and toe, as you go 
Underneath the mistletoe ; 

Skip it, ALLY, with Miss S.lly, 

Skip it, ALLY, in the ballet, 

None s0 light of foot as you. 

Kiss him, Luey, Popsy, Pritc, 

Don't cry out—"adeone! ado!” 

When ALty takes a kiss or two, 

Tf he takes, p'raps. three or four, 
Dow't ery out “adone, oh, lor!” 


Trip it, ALLY, there you go, heel and toe, 
Gay and sportive as the roc ; 
Mind it not if bottle black 

In tail pocket bangs your back. 
Skip with lollies, Vopsies, Pes 
As it whacks agains! your legs ; 
Heed it not if chandelier 

To old egg-headed’s skull is near ; 

Tn the merry dance take part, 

Warm © Unsweetened” warms your heart. 


Drop it. ALLY. there you go—look of woe— 
What! inthe * Bue Pig” bar you go! 
Christmas night has come and gone, 

It is now the boxing morw. 

Poor old ALLY, it is said, 

You have got an “awful head"; 

Can barely totier to the brink 

Of the bar to get adrink ; 

What! not the pivces for a drop. 

Aud they've closed the leaving shop? 


——_496— 


@oristmas FLucient and GRodern. 


“In the good old olden days,” said Mr, Spillikin, “Christmas was 
Christinas. The mistletoe was hung up ‘io hall’ and everrone 
was allowed to go on kissing the maidens beneath, picking off a 
berry for every kiss. until all the berries were gone, Ali! it wax a 
happy, merry time,” 

“In the present good, happy day,” answered Mrs. S., “the mistle- 
toe is going to be hung up in the hali_ underneath the new 
stained glass lamp, And | know this, that if one particular middle 
aged Innatic as much as trices only asnateh at one when the new 
parlourmaid has opened the front doov, that he'll have such a 
husband beater’s whack on the lump of vonsense we coudescend, 
out of good nature, to call his head, that in the hole made you 
could put away a brace of pickled walnuts and a tame dormouse,” 
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ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. "1 


G3suide to Christmas FWY bomina. 
By our owN Port, 

Hotiy—jolly ; merry—blooming berry ; mistletoe—snow ; kis- 
ses—misses (also blisses, if absolutely necessary); steaming plum- 
puting — seeing crackers — whackers ; Christmas party — 
hearty; rosy red wine—seven days, without the option of a tine ; 
bail—great and small; stairs—pairs ; soul—wassail bowl; cheer— 
once a year; December—glowing ember; Christmas-time— Drury 
Lane Pantomime ; gay—while ye may ; bold, cold, or told—youny 
and old; shy—mince pie; ghidness—sadness ; carol—beer barrel ; 
roured—festive board ; rough—blind man's but! ; g cee—Christmas- 
tree; tlow—the log'’s glow ba//rt—ALLy ; aud jolly days—"ALLY 
SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.” 


ee 


22 bristmas. 
(As VIEWED FROM THE DIFFERENT STANDPOINTS OF 
YOUTH AND AGE.) 
Youtu. Darling old Christmas has come round again ! 
Cast away trouble, grief, sorrow and pain. 
AGE. Once more returned, this Christmastide folly ! 
Are you surprised I feel melancholy? 
Youtu. The frolics we'll have now from school we're free ! 
With dancing and games—how happy we'll be! 
AGE. There's nothing but noise from morning till night ; 
They're latest in bed, yet up ‘fore ‘tis light. 
Youtu. Such lots of nice things to eat and to drink ! 
Sweets of all colours—blue, scarlet and pink, 
AGE. Then, as ‘tis Christmas, they all over-eat, 
And the doctor his visits will have to repeat. 
Youtn. And then the nice presents from the mater and dad, 
Besides lots of new clothes—oh ! don’t I feel glad . 
AGE, Then on the pocket 'tis one constant drain— 
I wish ‘twas ten years before Yule came again, 


—— 
Womestic FE conomy. 

First City Clerk, Well, to tell southe truth, Mr. Smith, T thought 
that at one time you were rather sweet upon my sister Gwendolen ; 
but, of course, every man knows his own business best, and has a 
right to please himself, Nevertheless, | must confess that I was 
more than surprised when | was informed that you had married a 
—a—a—common domestic servant. 

Second City Clerk (evelly), Well, you-see, old man, L reckoned 
it up in this way. In the tirst place, if 1 married your sister, 1 
should have had to keepa servant to do the work for her, Secondly, 
with my screw I could only atYord to keep one woman ; so I tinally 
concluded that it would be wisest and best to keep a woman who 
could du her own work, Lye sce?) Ta, ta, old man! 
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FIT he Slover stand Slate @lub. 


JOHN Brown and HARRY SMITH were two young workmen who 
lodged in the same house on SLOPER's Island, and on the morning 
after Boxing Day, when Smith came to breakfast, be was very bad, 

There was no mistake about it, for he couldn't eat his break fast, 
and that was a sure sign, for Smith always used to say, “I've got 
to pay for it, so Limay as well have it! Lf 1 dou'’t waut it now, L 
may later on,” and then he'd clear the dish, 

But this morning, though he tried hard, he couldn't even manage 
abit of bacon, and, turning to Brown, he said, * Lam bad, mate.” 

“Lean see as how you are,” answered Brown, “and considering 
how you was a carrying on hast night, | ain't surprised.” 

But Smith tried to ho!d his head together with both hands, and 
only replied with a grou, 

“Look here, mate, Ul tell yon what Til do,” observed Brown, 
afterawhile. “1 belongs to the Skite Club at the pub, and [ain't 
had nothing out of it this year, so I'm blowed if I dou't go to the 
doctor and get you some physic.” 

“But he won't give me no physic,” moaned Smith; “I don't 
belong to the club,” 

“In course he won't give it to yew,” answered Brown, “ But I'll 
make believe that [mas bad as you sare, aud then he'll give me the 
staff, and PI bring it home to vou.” 

“T see,” exclaimed Smith; * that'll do famous ! 
over it, Jack, ‘cos Lam bad !” 

brown tinished his last cup of coffee, and was very quickly on 
his way to the doctor's residence. 

Ringing the bell that was surmounted by the word “surgery,” 
Brown soon fouud himself in the little waiting room, and then his 
courage began to ooze out at his finger ends. 

Brown was not wanting in cheek, but there was something in 
the smell of the drugs in the little dispensary adjoining the waiting 
room that made hitm 
feel funny, at least, so 
he said afterwards, 

However, just as he 
had made up his mind 
to beat a dignitied re- 
treat the doctor made 
his appearance, 

“Well, my mam 
what's the matter!” 

Brown began to des- 
cribe his imaginary 
maladies, and while he 
was about it he piled 
up the agony pretty 
high. 

“Haumph! Let me 
look at your tongue.” 

Brown hadn't 
thought of that, but it 
was tov late now, so he 
reluctantly put it out, 
as clean, wholesome 
looking and healthy au article as any man in his senses need desire 
tu Possess, 

itainph,” said the dector, with an ominous look in his cleat 
grey eyes.“ Most dangerous case! Tt is very fortunate you came 
tome, or there is no knowing what might have been the cousc- 
quences, Waitaminnte and you shall have some medicine.” 

He retired into the little dispensary, leaving Brown with mingled 
feelings of relief and dread ; relief at having been successful so far, 
but dread of he knew not what in the future, 

“Here you are,” said the doctor, “Swallow then: down.” and he 
held ont two large ugly looking pills as big as martdes. 

“TU t-t-take ‘em home, if you please, sir.” stammered Brown, 

“Take them here, sir, at once.” exclaimed the doctor, sternly ; 
“vouare in much too dangerous a state to lose any time,” 

“But [-l-l c-c-can't take ‘em without something to drink, sir,” 
pleaded Brown, 

“Here's something for yon to drink,” responded the doctor, 
holding out a large measure of thick, powerful smelling and all 
looking medicine, “Quick now, down with it.” 

Fora moment Brown felt like rebelling. but a few words from 
the artful doctor put that idea to thight, 

“Tf you don't take them,” said he,“ }shall have to report the 
matter to the stewards and secretary of the Sbite Chab.’ 

Brown knew what that would mean, and of the two evils he 
chose the lesser one, 

The last pill stuck fora moment in his throat, but dhe nauseous 
mixture quickly washed it sway. and them poor Drown beran to 
feel as bad as he had previonscy desertbed: tinsel 

He managed to stagger Lemme ated for the remainder of the day, 
his groans kept time with Sriitics tanns, 

He was betterthe next day: butaf youwant to get his temper up, 
all you have to do is toask him it he has taken any medicine lately, 


And look sharp 
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ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. (Christmas, 1889, 
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‘A NOVEL CHRISTMAS. 


And wasn't it adding insult to injury for the passers by to 
wish them a Merry Christmas ? way to be sure it a 
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the lot refused me in a bunch. Well, as the Christmas 
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, it myself. 
w £ <P =~ 
athe c Cilests LT 
Goiles in § acklegs oid ¥ 
: e ( : of the 
C ong dunc® “ % ae / y ( Guni; Z - a ye is E . ‘4 ate probe: 
hick a, ) "Pp ao Lantiat ’ ae “3 x Ne di 
ns, ‘ fe: , a, we 


I 


iad, AO (EPO SES 
pg SA Lt se BY ces \ PO hk 


7 Red chaperenss , 
Lek: 
Mf of X Re show F 


4 i" : ss HS if 
= Pra-Readed man ov} nT 
= 5) oe He, Thy ruddy lips look more tempting than this sparkling are, 
¢ a ale. wi 
NoTe.—AIll the Prize Cattle fed on “SLOPER’s Patent Food for Twins.” She, Of course so, sir; the ale is but 2d., the lips 6d. Menger 


BOXING-DAY SPORT. | THE GAY SEASON. | SWEET INNOCENCE. 
(Beginning the New Year well.) 
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“Will they brini ” *, 
Police Constable XYZ. Well, old chap, and what tune are you playing ? Bubbles ts fond of a morning plunge, but does not like to have ft “What beaseree on the beast in a cage? # * 
Puddler, Wash tryin’ to play-sh “Sh-sha'n't Go Home Till Mornin’-sh,” but the in this unbneiness like manner—it is especially oblectionable when “Why, the Lion Comiqne!” Theo 
blesh-sh(Aic)-shed instrymensh shtopped up. tbree feet of mud Hes under one and a-half foot of water. “My dear, your education has been sadly neglected.” 


Christmas, 1889.} 
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a A PARTING SHOT. Btieteher, Wel jaca fn foe tiem ME. Stretcher ie 
He. Tean't get a hansom, Mabel, so I suppose I shall have to get a “growler.” | are Wecasiisic or tats a ae She. How nico! “My brother is a “Savage,” and his fellow Savages are such fy 
(Poor fellow! he had thought their little quarrel was at an end, too. Find Tairous jiuunorable pind baultivs frail io ply. mips Tallow!  MaaGe oe ee pts on 3 
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SIGNS OF THE TIMES. pa | 


“ We see all around us unmistakable signs of the Christmas-tide, which is approaching once more with rapid strides.” 
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The First Keonet.—Founsing che family portrait gallery. 
1. That wet blanket and disreputable humbug, the 2. That worthy and venerable old crusted party, the 8. And for the same reason the demons of the waits, > 7 
Old Year, has been seen hanging around on the edge Xmas Ghost, has just woke up to the fact that he will _far from the ears of the Society for the Prevention of ; 
of the pavement, passing himself off as an umbrella shortly have to put himself in evidence, and is re- Cruelty to Animals, are now hard at work, energeti- 
t, and trying to dispose of his worn-out hearsing weird attitudes and shrieks in an undertone cally practising those melodies by which they hope, by 
“brelia” to an innocent little child, who would have _in the dead of night, in the cellars of all the old diligence and close attenuon, to drive the weary house- 
none of it. country mansions, holder to madness, 
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4. The butcher boy, who at other times 5. That nice young man for a small 6. That young doctor, who has just settled 7. And isn't ita suresign of the times 4 
ling ) nearly pnils the back gate bell out,and tea party, the spontaneous and off- in & new neighbourhood, thinks that when a generally solemn old party j 
will harilly wait for orders, now quietly han rlour coajarer, may be seen surely there will be some tongues for him bursts with laughter, as with one hand iN —_ a 
tinkles it, and waits for them like oneof —_ through the keyho! eracking his brain to look at, and doses to mix by next he holds his aide, and with the other, - 
bis ter’s gentle lambs. over legerdemain literature. Thursday fortnight. “Ally Sloper’s Christmas Holidays” ? Pleasure and Payne.—The ‘Ot ‘Un at it again. 
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(Christmas, 1889. 


Fa ® } “ee 
Premelope’s Wicture : 
A romance of Love, Hate, and a Vive Bob Pocket Camera, 

© PENELOPE, it can never, never be!” 

Thus spake Orestes Jenkinson, as the fair maid he had met on 
the beach ooly the moruing before bade him halt outside the pub- 
lic-house at the bottom of Middle Street, B 
go how,” of “mother would be fretting 


whton, as “she must 
hee inside out to think 
what had become of 
her.” 
lenelope spoke not, 
Penelope loved the 
fine, stalwart, young 
tea broker's clerk, 
with all the ardent 
pent-up love of a sirl 
of thirty-two, She 
had) wooed him two 
whole days with the 
ardour of a love that 
clings toits last fond 
Lope, and now, xo 
those hopes were to 
be dashed = to the 
ground, he an empty 
soda water bottle that 
an inebriate had 
thrown at a potman 


(and oo missed), on 
being refused to be 
eerve d. 


She was broken-hearted : she was completely “dove.” 

“Oh, woe!" she cried, and the last "hus to Preston Park pulled 
up. (There was a little difficulty with the conductor who said 
“the lady ‘ailed ‘im distinctly.” But Orestes squared it.) 

“Penelope,” he continued, “LT must leave you. The half-past 
ten train, dees by-the-by, at London Bridge at twelve seven, takes 
me away from you, perhaps for ever. Furget the happiness of 
these past two days, and—pood-bye.” 

The fair young thing grew three shades paler as she listened, and 
she shuddered as one who has taken a pill that weet go down, 
The cold Yuletide moon. slipped behind a cloud, and the King’s 
Road was clouded in gloom, 

“ Orestes Jenkinson—one last request)” 

“What would you!” 

“TL would fain have you one more morning. 1 would give worlds 
once again to sit on that fener, right away by the beach 
there, with vourarm around me and our lips glued together, Te 
se is Boxing Day : stay over Boxing Day?” 

“1 will.” 

She kissd him on the tip of the nose and sped swiftly away to 
where her aged mother awaited her in the “apartments.” Ounce in 
the solitude of her own chamber her grief found vent in tears, and 
she sobbed herself to sleep. All well regulated girls sob them- 
selves to sleep afterarough-up with the young man of their choice, 

And Orestes?) Whilst the poor broken spiriied virgin sobbed 
upon a damp pillow case, he took his last drink in that little pub, 
just on the left there, as you go round by the Butter Market. “I 
hive scenes ; and besides I only took her on just to pass the time 
away,” said he to himself; and the cool, enleulating villain smiled 
acold sardonic smile, Then he returned to his hotel, and, placing 
the carte de visite of the trusting young daughter of the butterman 
at home in the Es-ex Road, Islington, under his pillow, he soon 
sink into a deep slumber, 

* ae * * * * 

It was morning, 

Boxing morning, 

The Brighton postmen, though not usually of a pugilistic nature, 
are doing their “boxing” in several “rounds.” The Brighton 
boatman has commenced his daily labour of leaning on the street 
posts, and the “Queen of English Watering-places” (ride L.. BL&S, 
(, Rly.’s advts.) is bathed in cosy, ruddy morning sunshine, Orestes, 
in a sixpenny-halfpenny clean collar, from Hope Brothers, in 
North Sireet, awaits Penelope inthe Old Steyne, As the clock 
over the entrance to the Aquarium strikes eleven, she comes trip- 
ping along, gaily humming to herself the ballad she picked up at the 
Feaculegs, “ [t's a way they've got inthe Navy.” In her right hand 
she carries a little square cardboard box, Orestes grects her witha 
kiss, and they walk arm-in-arm along the Underelitt, or more cor- 
rectly speaking, the Madeira Road, much frequented by the happy 
lover and the oily tricyclist. Arrived ata sheltered nook Peuclope 
(whilst Orestes goes to prepare the seat) deposits the little box 
ona jutting piece of the cliff. A string is tied to it, and the free 
end of this she carries in her hand, There is a resolute air about 
her movements that was never there before, and a steely gleam in 
her eye that means danger for the villain Jenkinson, Ina few 
moments, having arranged a lover's seat, he returns, and ina few 
more they are seated on the fence together, Penelope nestles 
closely up to him, and he, half unconsciously, or else from force of 
habit, embraces her, and draws her head down upon his manly 
chest. During this proceeding Penelope has remained perfectly 
passive, and only once, just as he has taken the thirteeath © buster,” 
does she look up with a purpose he docs not divine, She sees the 
instrument upon the rock 13 in position, aud she pulls the string, 
There is a sound as of a faint click, 

“What on earth was that!” gasps Orestes. 

“Villain,” replied Penelope, “L will tell you. The hour of my 
revenge is drawing near. Within yon small box, detined in light 
and shade, is a truthful pjeture of how you e’en just now embraced 
me. You love another know it! Her father is our cheesemon- 
ger. A little bit of notepaper wrapped round a quarter of his ten- 
penny margarine told me this. The portrait just taken [shall 
first exhibit to your wronged fianece, then sue vou on it for breach 
in the Royal Courts of Justice, Queen’s Bench Division,” 

Orestes was dumb, for a moment, with rage aud astonishment, 

He gasped and clutehed his throat. 

“Flummoxed, by thunder!" he yelled, and dashed headlong into 
the sea, Penelope was indeed avenzed, 
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Abe sacred CRistletoe. 


To thee, all magic mistletoe, 

The honour must be given 

For letting mortals here below 

Enjoy a taste of Heaven, 

With heart to heart and lip to lip, 
Where such ecstisy as this, 

From Heaven's font each seems to sip, 
With that soul entrancing kiss, 


Ay for fathers, mothers, aunts, 
Avwdeven guarduns stern: 

One cannot feel the cruelest taunts 
While that scorcing kiss doth buru, 


Like liquid lightning fast it flows 
Through cach minutest vein, 
Until increasing rapture grows 
To bliss approaching pain, 


+ -- 
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Whe Gxap Kitted. 
Host (who is very particular inattending to his guest's comfort), 
Good morning, Major! How did you find your room last 


oie 2 . 

fajor (with a conscienec), What do you mean, sir? 
you wish to insinuate? 
sober as you were, 


: What do 
I'll have you to know, sir, that 1 was as 


TO BH GIVEN AWAY! 
10,000 
SLOPER CHRISTMAS PUZZLES 


TO READEKS OP 


“ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.” 


*,° Jt is quite impossible for ALLY to send these Puzzles by post, or to 
caswrr ony communications on the subject, If you want one, you 
must please come to THR SLovgries" and ask for it, any day 


excqt Saturdays, between 9 aM. and 6 P.M, and 
SEE THAT YOU GET IT! 


10,000 SLOPER PUZZLES GRATIS! 
GREAT GOODNESS! GOOD GRACIOUS!! 


be Jilted Fobnng. 
He TAUNTETH THE JILT, 
Slapup Hall, Lesser, December 19th, 1889, 
Dear BLANCHE,— 
It's just.a year to-day 
(The Nineteeth of December) 
Since you, you jilt, wrote down to say 
“Good-bye.” Do you remember ! 


And from my father’s country house 
To London quick | trained it, 
And atole, as quiet as a mouse, 
To you—and you explained it, 
You said, “ Now, from this day, my friend, 
Our old acquaintance ceases ; 
The man J wed must have no end 
Of what is known as * pieces,’ 


“ Last night T met a chap possessed 
Of money far above him 

To know how much, and he ex pressed 
A wish that IT might love him, 


“You're not the sort for me—no, no! 
You're much too high and mighty, 

So now, excuse me if | go— 
Tral-lal-lal-ia-tralelighty 1” 


You went. You married him, 
‘The most expensive dinners, 
For ev'ry luxury you'd crave— 
And then you “backed the winners,” 
At last, you see, you played too hot— 
The sharps contrived to clean you; 
And aew, my pet, you've hardly got 
A penny-picce between you, 


I hope he buys you jewelled rings, 
And furs so roft to touch, dear; 
And other nice expensive thins 
J kuow you like so much, dear, 


LT also hope we Il meet again, 
And trust you're keeping Lonny, 
It's late, so now To mast remain, 
Yours most sincerely, Johnny, 
T'.3,.—Suppose you heard my ancle'd * kicked,” 
And left me all his “rhino”? 
So sorry, dear, that you got tricked— 
Tt must annoy you, Z kuow, 


You gave 
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AE be CMQarquis m a EMess; 
Or, A MESALLIANCE MIssiD. 

Frivoious and fascinating Flora Fitz-Flopper wasa fairy in the 
Hies at the * Friv.”) Her part was a light one—as light as her 
dress; so you need not run away with the idea that any special 
display of talent was required of her in the interesss of its inter- 


pretation, 

Flora was in receipt of 
a ssulary of fourteen 
shillings a week ; and when 
we tell you that the 
exigencies of her réle 
demanded nothing more 
mnind-distracting than a 


tolerably fair knowledge of 

the art of sitting in an 
elevated papier maché shell 
lined with tinfoil, we sha'n’t 
expect you to throw up your 
arins in a fit of philanthropic 
indignation, and exclaim “ Alas ! 
that our actresses should be 
thus meauly remunerated ! 
alack ! that the genius of the Stage 
should be thus swamped with the 
relentless watering-pot of theatrical 
capital!" You have no cause 
Whatever to bother yourselves 
about Flora, she was’ perfectly 
satistied with her position, 

Weil, her chance—a chance she 
had been playing for with all the 
skill aud cunning of a Cleopatra 
—came at last. She mashed a 
nuirquis—the Marquis of Muddle- 
headstoke, who, accompanied by 
his tutor, was at the time busily 
engaged in doing homage tothe very 
edifyiug circumstances attending 
that widely approved of “ leg-up” 
to the civilization of the English 
aristocracy kuown as “seeing 
London,” 

The young marquis doted on 
her, then he adoied her, then he worshipped her, The eud of it 
was, he promised to marry her. 

They were to be married at a regis 
ballet girls always ave married at the re 
they've got, 

The day arrived. Flora and her “catch” lunched somewhere in 
the West. Then they called a hansom, and drove to the spot of 
impending disaster, 

The marquis stepped from the cab; Flora followed, The mar- 
quis handed the canly his fare—perhaps we should say more than 
his fare, for the man smiled a wide, contented smile, and asked 
“Can't [wait and take you back, sir?” Flora: started—looked up 
into the ecabby's face, turned as white as chalk, Stuggered a bit, 
pete summetuing which sounded remarkably like “Wy hus- 

and! 

The cabby got down from his box, walked upto Flora, and said : 
“Yess Tsee you know me! Lam your husband. Very clever of 
me to be here, isn’t it? considering T waa killed in America for 
cheating at the card-table! Very clever of me to be able to drive 
a hansom cab with a bullet in my brain, eh? , Come along, 
my love; U'll drive you home for nothing as it’s Christinas time!” 
and so saying, he thrust her into his cab, jumped up into his seat 
again, and drove gaily out of sight, 

* 


ar’s office, Marquises and 
istrar’s office, It isa way 


* * * * * 

The Marquis of Muddleheadstoke has seen London, He's back 
at Oxford now, endeavouring, with the aid of some learned pro- 
fessors, to discover the exact limit of woman's wickedness; aud 
when he finds it we'll let you know, 


ae P ‘ 
FElootsie’s “Werittle Gybristmas. 

“ONCE again,” as poor Pa says, “'tis merry Christmas time at 

this our 'appy ‘ome. Who's been opening the blue points with 

your auntie’s Sunday scissors?” 

1 am rejuiced to say that poor Pa this year is in even more than 

his usual spirits, e and Mr. McGooseley, who has spent the 
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Tootsie and the Dook pull the festive cracker, 


week here, have been training for the dinner, which is to surpass 
all former efforts, it being generally felt that Bob ought not on 
such an occasion, as the poet says, “to spoil the ship fora ha’p’orth 
of tar.” 

According to the Dook Snook, about two hundred years or 8o 
fore he was born, an English gentleman, at the opening of the 
great day, had all his tenants and neighbours enter his hall by 
daybreak, the strong beer was broached, and the black jacks went 
plentifully about with toast, sugar, nutmeg, and g Cheshire 
cheese, A“ bouncing yule log” meanwhile glowed in the chimney, 
“jike the cheeks of a country milk maid.” Poor Pa has sent about 
in the neighbourhood of the home of the dogs that are lost, but 
they seem to be out of logs of a yulish nature. They, however, 
have sent round to say that if poor Pa means “faggots,” he can 
have one for a penny hot, or three farthings cold, at the pork 
butcher's. Poor Pa, who is angry, won't answer the boy, and we 
don’t know what to do. 

In the ancient times, the Dook Snook says, “everyone was busy 
welcoming of guests. Gaffer Spriggins was bid thrice welcome 
by the Squire, aud Goody Goose did not fail of a smacking buss 
from his worship.” On hearing this poor Pa is blither than 


Billy comes a bumper, 


hitherto, and says, “Good old English customs,” 
ever, @ warning look in Ma's eye. 

* * * * * * * 
Weare atdin er, evening dress being de rigueur, and Ma saya “a 
sweetly pretty picture we make.” 

“| have met with a tenderer turkey,” says poor Pa, as he fished 
it up for the second time from under the table whilst wrestling 
with what he calls a “hind leg "1 “And even if all beef nowadays 
is necessarily the produce of the colonial contractors, and gutta 
percha soles casy eating to it, why repine, Bob, my dear boy? You 
meant well, Lamsure, Don’t take it to heart, Don't sob over the 


sauce boat,” * * om 
Even the McNab is 


There is, how- 


* * 

And now dinner is drawing to a close, 
almost, as he puts it, “full up.” Dessert adorns the board. Mr. 
MecGooseley is trying to break a cocoa nut with his back teeth, 
and the Dook Snook and T pull sugar pium crackers with sugar 
plunnmy mottoes, deliciously cheap and empty. 

And now for the “mirth cad jollity,” the “gambols,” the 
“kissing,” and the “other diversions” appropriate to the good old 
Christmas time, two hundred years before Snook was born ot 
thought of, In those hilarious olden times, the Dook tells us, 
there “ were p'ayed matches” at blind mau’'s buff, and then it was 
“lawful to set anything in the way for folks to tumble over, 
whether it be to break arms, legs, or heads, 'tis no matter, for neck 
or nothing, the devil 
loves no cripples.” 
Subsequently the 
fine old English game 
of honey-pots is played 
with all — desirable 
modern ay fulness, 
aud the Honourable 
Honeypot Biily, prov- 
ing alittle too weighty 
for Lardi and Nellie’s 
arm power, comes such 
a bumper tha’ the head 
cook downstiirs crawls 
under the mangle out 
of reach of thikes of 
falling kitchen ceiling, 
Dancing, the Dook 
tells us, was one of the 
chief exercises of the 
olden Christmas time, 
and “Moll Peatley” 
and “the Black Joke” 
were “never forgot.” 
As n0 one, however, 
remembers them now, 
we pliy instead at 
forfeits, and Bob, after 
being blindfolded, tells 
Tottie, with the tongs 
in her hand, “who is 
the ownr of this 
pretty thing, and what shall we do with ths pretty thing?” 
It does seem strange, though, | can't help thinking, that every 
Christmas Day should end iu w eeping and wailing. _Poor Pa, who 
has not been very weil, has gune to bed early. Ma, who says 
“Ome is no longer ome,” is crying on the stairs, Lardi, Tottie, 
and Nellie have slapped each Other's faces, and Billy hag just 
thrown Snook and Bob down the front doorsteps, and _is searching 
for Metivoselvs, McNab, and Moses with the tongs—since warmed 
in the tire, Aud uw the waits are waiting for their money, 


“Who fs the owner of this pretty thing ?” 


RE ee ae Patan oe 


y 
-} 
3 
1 


1e 
ld 


Christmas, 1889.) 


FOR 


CHILDREN. 


ABSOLUTELY PURE. 


CADBURY'S COCOA is closely allied to milk in the large proportion of flesh- 
forming and strength-sustaining elements that it contains. It is prepared on the 
principle of excluding the superabundance of fatty indigestible matter with which 
Cocoa abounds—supplying a refined thin infusion of absolutely pure Cocoa, exhilarating 
and refreshing, for Breakfast, Luncheon, Tea or Supper, giving staying power and 
imparting new life and vigour to growing Children and those of delicate constitutions. 


CADBURY’S 
COCOA 
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THE LATEST NOVELTIES FOR HOUSE FURNISHING. 


was opened the BIRD'S 
Th Birds began to CUSTARD 
e sing POWDER. 


When the Pie The praises of 


ORIENTAL CURTAINS 


A Now Material, quite unique for the purpose. 
Clean.—Healthy.—Do not harbour Dust.—Drape Well.—Iimpervious to all Impurities. 


@ > ] DINNER AND SUPPER DAINTIES, 
CLEVER RECIPES ARE GIVEN AWAY 
[ C S With every Packet of BIRD'S CUSTARD POWDER. 
This admirable substitute for Regs is most enjoyable 
with Tinned aud Preserved Fruits, and provides an Endless 
Variety of Choice Dishes, 


Made in Cream, Maroon, Blue, Grey, Buff, Green, and White, with beautiful patterns In Gold—boriered and A GREAT LUXURY. 
unhorijered ; also in the Plain Colours with Gold Border. Some of the Cloths are made with the Gold Pattern Sold everywhere in 
th sides, These goods are really NOVEL, and EQUAL in EFFECT to Articles sold for the same purpose at 
TEN TIMES THE PRICE. 34, 45, and 54 in. wile. 6, Boxes, sufficient for 
The Sanitary advantages render these Curtains most desirable for nse in the Redroom as well as in the three pints; 2s, Boxes 
Drawing-room, ‘They are also suitable for Bed-hangings, Valances, ete. for seven pluts, 
Any Length can be procured. 


PUBLIC CAUTION. 


ig ling the old-fashioned Blinds—combining Elegance Refuse Imitations of Bird's Choice 
a Nee Niel eeiely ee avAbllity, Utility, "Eoowsiny. aa ee Delicious Custard Powder, 
Manufactured in Plain Colours and fancy Patterns—Artistic designs, 


IN WIDTHS VARYING FROM 28 TO 72 INCHES. ‘ y The new and enlarged edition of this valuable little work, containing 
Requires no washing.—Will sponge clean, May be ent to any width without fraying. PASTRY & SWEETS? Practical Hines and Original Recipes for Tasty Dishes for' the Dinner 
Rolls np Straight.—Does not Crease, Is Kasily Fixed to existing Rollers, and Supper table, will be sent, post free, on receipt of address, by 

ALFRED BikD & SoNs, Birmingham, N.B.—Grocers can have copics 


Requir Not liable to Fade. 
mee pe poe ee from Upholsterers, Drapers and Cabinet Makers GRATIS ! for distribution among their customers on application, 
” ’ td 


Ht Dson’s Soar isa pure Dry 
Soup in tine Powder, in 11b., 
41b. and 4 1b. packets— softens 
all waters—makes a foaming 
luther, and keeps the clothes 
a good colour, Excellent for 
Washing Flannels and Woollen 
Underclothing. 


Hup-on’s Soar for Washing 

up. Hadson’s is as good for 

Plates, Dishes, Knives, Forks, 

&e., as for Washing Linen, 

Shirts, Collars, Sheets, Tuble- 
cloths, &e, 
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ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS, (Christmas, 1889, 


XMAS BREWS, XMAS BOOZE, OR XMAS BRUISE. ‘= 


Nellie. Look ‘ere, Bill, there's that Sa! Griffs got her 


eyes fixed on you. If you as much as turn your head, 
lL aeratch your eyes ont when we get home |” 


lf so sweet in life as a good old drun——. I mean, there's nothing more offensive to me than to go ou! 
with a man who gets incapable before the pubs. close.” —A. SLOPER. 
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THE PRIVATE THEATRICAL MANAGEMENT. 


“Bravo!” said Potts, enthusiastically, when the t 
Savaloynette had shown him what dancirg was. “Iam 1. Tottie was young, rich, beautiful, and accomplished. 2. Riches, too, we said she had. Eh? indeed, rather ! 8. Wesaid she had beauty and accomplishments. Then, 


delighted with you! And now, as to terms?” Madame Happy, happy Tottie! In consequenceof which—not  Andif suchagraceful little creature coulddoanything wherefore be surprised that the worshipper of the 
mentioned an amount in three figures. “Oh, dear me!” the mone coplaees but the ovher things—she had so vulgar, she positively rolled in that useful com- former, who despised riches so much that be positively 
said Potts, “I thought about thirty shillings, or, per- suitors daily at her feet no end. Being, as we before  modity. Gallant officers in the united services,whose didn't possess any, and the admirer of talent should so 


haps——" Here Madame conducted him to the door. mentioned, young, golden youth would bend the golden y was to them their all, positively quarrelled over far emulate the sons of Mars and Neptune as to call 
—EE———————————— calf with knee attached at her little tootsicums, ‘ottie.} Oh, oof, oof ! what baneful influence hastthou! each other ugly names, and almost come to scratches ? 


4. And yet, Tottte—tender, timid Tottie—declared that 6. Well, one night, Tottie had astart. Suddenly, 6. “Oh, dry up!” said the man. “I will not,” said Tottie, 


still her little fluttering, quivering heart was, in spite of as she was about to retire to rest, a big, black- “If you were promised youth, riches, beauty, and accom- 


A STARRY NIGHT FOR A RAMBLE. all these connoisseurs of love flocking around her, with. browed burglar confronted her. “Oh, you bad boy !* —_pllshments, would you reform?” she asked, coyly. “In 

Bloke, 1 ain't a-goin’ to ‘urry myself; the old gent looks outafracture. This information she imported to her maid cried she, administering to him quite a hard slap, course,” said he. “Then I am yours!" whisi Tottie. 
like scoring up a ‘undred stars, while her tresses were being combed. “don't you know burglaring’s very naughty, eh ? The strong man raised her in his arms and k her. 
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if THE STREET AN'O THE STAGE. 


HER VOICE SPOILT IT. May el et 
Be 
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Canny 


Costumter. Now, fair maiden, thy fairylike appearance is complete. “ A bachelor’s Iife is the life of the free. Hurrah for the lifeof a bachelor!” 
She, Gar on! Stow yer patter! Yer can't chuck blarney to an old bird! So says Bunkum, But, then, Bunkum could never get anyone to have him! The same child under altered circumstances. . 
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